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Introduction 


Horror films in the '80's are far more violent, gory, explicit, taboo- 
breaking and dangerous than at any other time in cinema history. As the 
decade draws to a close, genre output--both qualitatively and quantitatively- 
has come to echo the words of Clive Barker. "There are no limits." 

Because the contemporary horror film has entered this Brave and 
Bloodied New World, it would have been far tidier to bracket this period by a 
more traditional decaded-spanning overview. Originally, this book had been 
planned to do just that. However, the problem with that approach was the 
fact that a great many of today's films owe a tremendous debt to several 
works released right on the cusp of the dawn of the decade; films that would 
cast a mighty shadow over aU those that followed. 

No one can deny the impact that John Carpenter's HALLOWEEN has 
had on the contemporary horror film. Its success, both critically and finan- 
cially, provided filmmakers with a workable blueprint for future frights. Two 
other films released during the last gasps of the '70's, Ridley Scott's ALIEN 
and George Romero's DAWN OF THE DEAD, would also prove inexhaust- 
ible fodder for the slavish imitations that followed. 

Therefore, and more appropriately, this volume should bear some man- 
ner of a qualifying subtitle like "Horror After HALLOWEEN" rather than be 
approached as just a survey of one specific decade. Though the emphasis in 
THE DEEP RED HORROR HANDBOOK is most certainly films of the '80's, 
it is nearly impossible to disregard other works whose influence upon the 
modern horror film is both undeniable and irrefutable. 
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C. K- Cheste«on remarked a half century ago that. “The disadvantage of 
men not knowing the past is that they do not know the present. History is a 
hill, a high point. ..from which men see. ..the age in which they are living." 

Despite the fact that horror films in the late ’80's are an awrfully meaty, 
precocious hunch, it would be unwise to proceed with an assessment of the 
period without constant reference to the cornerstones of contemporary 
horror whose continuing tnipact will still be felt in the very latest, trendiest, 
designer gore films that draw the first blood of the '90's- HALLOWEEN. 
.\LI'eN and D.\WN OF THE DE.\D were, indeed, the w'atershed films that 
changed the way we looked at splatter, slime and spectacular FX work. Add 
Sean Cunningham's FRIDAY TIIE 13th, released just a year later, and you 
have the foundations for a new decade of horror filinmaking. If these choices 
appear suspect, one need only ruminate that during the summer of 1989 the 
foUowina films have been in various stages of production: HALLOWEEN 5, 
FRID.AY THE I3TH VTIL JASON TAKES MANHATTAN. ALIENS III 
and finally a remake of the original film that DAWN OF THE DEAD was 
sequelked from. It gets sticky from here because all of these "seminal" 
films can easily be traced back even further. The inspiration for HALLO- 
WEEN can be’ seen in such films as Hitchcock's PSYCHO (1960), WAIT 
l^TIL DARK (1967) and BLACK CHRIST.MAS (1975). Mario Bava's 
spacey, surreal PLANET OF THE V.AMPIRES as well as ITI THE TERROR 
FROM BEYOND SPACE provided the launching pad for ALIEN and the in- 
terminable drooling space bug clones that ensued. And, long before FRIDAY 
THE 13th (1980) made an issue out of high body counts and the Creative 
Kill. Bava's TWITCH OF THE DE.-\TH NERVE (aka BAY OF BLOOD. 
C.ARNWGE. .ANTEF.4.TTO. 1972). THE OMEN (1976) and even the humble, 
justly-maligned TOOLBOX MURDERS (1978) paved the way with loads of 
corpses that had been knifed, speared, garroied, drilled, nail-gunned, axed, 
hammered and decapitated by sheet glass. And, of course, before the DAWN 
came the NIGHT eleven years prior. 

The trail meanders even further into the recesses of genre filmmaking, 
but modern audiences are remarkably shortsighted and stubborn, refusing to 
ever believe there was such a thing as Fright Before Freddy. In The Odvssev . 
Homer acknowledged that. "li is always the latest song that an audience 
applauds the most." In 1988, the boxoffice reinforced that ancient logic 
with a S50 million vote for ol’ Razor Paws when A NIGHTMARE ON ELM 
STREET r\': THE DRE.AM .MASTER established Freddy Krueger as THE 
Premier Pedophile of our times and the richest pseudo-serial killer in history. 

Subsequent horror films, released in the wake of the graphic and explicit 
violence shown m both DAWN OF THE DEAD and FRIDAY THE 13TH. 
forced filmmakers to come to terms with the genie's newest demigods-the 
FX' artist. Tom Savini helped establish the first Cult of Personality in this 
emerging field with both his magnetic, gregarious disposition as well as his 
exemoiarv and eroundbreak'na contributions to such essential films as 
DERANGED ( 1972 DHATHDREAM (1972), MARTIN (1978) and DAWN 
OF THE DE.AD (1979). Currently, times have demanded an increasingly 
complex and sophisticated system of cinematic illusionism in order to shock. 
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scare, captmie or coddle modem audkoces into forced suspensoo of ds- 
hebef- Today, the ranks of these splatter rascals are legion. 

Sasini's m«norably gor>' FX and inveniire kitls in the original FRIDAY 
THE 13TH abo accelerated and enflamed the o-eT-na ^ ng nsue of vk^ence 
in the media and inad'^rtently proved issponsibie for Tightening the resirk- 
tioBS for subsequent splatter fflms. To this day. filiiunaken and audiences 
both hare complained about the inherent censorship. knee-jCTk conserra- 
tivism and fascistic megalomania of the MPA-A and the stringent, inflexible 
nature of the current ratina ss'stem. )-et little has been done to remedy the 
conflict. Some fear graphic horror films may go the »ay of those nauehty, 
irasdble artifacts of the '60's; sex. drugs and rock^'-roU. Ifcho's to say that 
the neoconservative, ass-puckered Generation of Swine' that has taken the 
fun out of fucking, the sparkle frcm your eye and diop-kklred the balls out 
of rock-n'-roD would ever hesitate to eviscerate the splatter film? 

Fostunatel)’. the horror film remains one tou^. resilient customer. And, 
in the case of Joig Buttsereit s NEKROM-ANTIK. a real problem motber- 
fuckCT that dares evervihing and fears nothing. Horror is ancient, piimevil. 
basic to the human conditioii and in the words of H. P. Loveciaft. "the oldest 
and strongest emotion of mankind. 

So de^te the anmment battle over latings. content and gore lev^.tbe 
ccmtimxa) tidal wave of som -assed sequels and the glut of trulj' insipid pro- 
duct. the honor film will prevail- The genre will continue to cannibalize, 
caialvTe and re-define itself at regular intenals as more and more devuted 
fans of the genre become the devoted filmmakers, writers and FX artists of 
the next decade. 

To remain strong, the beast mua change. It must coniinuaDy transform 
and transcend itself, it must go beyond what has come before. chaBaige every 
limit set before it. It must remain feariess. In the '80's, the chaDenee was 
met and matched by the likes of such innovative new iihninakers as James 
Cameron (.ALIENS^ Sam Raimi (THE EVIL DEAD). Stuart Gordon iRE- 
.ANIM.ATOR), Chve Barker «HELLR-AISER>. Michele Soavi (STAGE 
FRIGHT). Jim Muio (STREET TRASHV John MeXaughton (HENRY: 
PORTRAIT OF A SERIAL KILLER) and Peter Jackam (BAD TASTE). The 
blood flowed, the imaMation soared and hairs stood oo jHickly end. 
Throushout the decade, bold, dismrbhie filins like MDEODROME. HELL- 
RAISER. HEN'RY and NEKROM-ASTK forced passage into the bdly of 
the beast and we were made fearfiil once again 

The '80’s showed some real guts. 

Horror in the 90 s. though, is going to be a real monster 


Long live the New Reshi 



Chas. Bahin 
July. 1989 
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Dane Argenio. the true inhemoi of Mario Bava'sgialli mantle, is nothing 
less than the genre’s Pa^iacd. laughing uproariously at conventional codes of 
linear cinematic logic as he tosses his hlood-bohered arias in the face of a 
stubbornly diegetk world. 

With references ranging from such filmic influences as Hitchcock and 
.Antonionni. to nineteenth century English essayist Thomas De Quincey, 
Argento's revisionist thriUers are light-years removed from the Descartesian 
ruminations of Cronenberg's treacherous flesh, or the steady (albeit 
workmanlike) horTor<um-social-commentary of homegrown talents. 
Carpenter and Romero. In the body of film he has produced in nearly 
twenty years [the style-to-burn "animal''/cosmopolitan horror series, THE 
BIRD WITH THE CRYSTAL PLUMAGE (1970), THE CAT O'NINE TAILS 
(1971), FOUR FLIES ON GRAY VELVET (1971), DEEP RED (1976), 
TENEBRAETJNSANE (1982),PHENOMENAE/CREEPERS (1985), OPERA 
(1988). and the first two installments of his no-holds-baned occult delirium, 
SUSPIRLA (1977) and INFERNO (1980)] , Argento has created a variety of 
rhapsodic and problematic nightside meditations which are invariably scarfed 
down or spat out by the alligators of fandom lurking beneath the honor/ 
splatter Titus Andronicus assembly line. 

The .Argento oeuvre is that of the excess of a phantasmagorical twentieth 
century hi-tech Gothic, combining, among other things: a maddening narra- 
tive looseness; a baroque patina of stylistic elegance; bizarre camera angles; 
jagged editing; experimental lifting techniques; tortuous pans and tracking 
shots; striking in-frame compositions; and an intertexiural catalogue of 
reference points that carry over from film to film. In Argento's aural-visual 
tarantellas, his camera: bores into a psychopath's pulsating brain and into a 
murder victim's expiring heart a la the ship in FANTASTIC VOYAGE; airily 
surmounts the second-story abode of a pair of ill-fated femmes; hunkers 
down over the table tops in disorientating close-ups of an assassin’s black- 
gloved hand as it toys with fetishized objects of violence and dementia; it 
swoops and pans, mists over, and slinks and zooms in nervous abandon, 
exhibiting no consistent poini-of-view but its own. On the soundtrack, Verdi 
or Iron Maiden accompany the abstract splashes of blood, wliile everything is 
garni^ed with indifferent dubbing, pedestrian writing, and plot convolutions 
that would do justice to the twists and turns of one of the malefic Maters' 
labyrinths. 

But. the pyrotechnics aside, which it can be argued with some conviction 
have hmdered his box-office lionization in this country, Argento's critical 
reputation has certainly been much more burnished than those of such ail- 
systems-go contemporaries. Fulci and D'.Amato, who also use story as a mere 
contri^ce to string together as many surreal explosions of violence as 
possible. But here, the resemblance ends. Along with Argento's absolute film 
approach, whether it's in the demented gingerbread color scheme of the 
supernatural thrillen or the icy Langian compositions of the murder mys- 
succeeds in wedding his warped sense of mise-en-scene with 
n*rtK*) *riritjon battle on diegetic logic to be found in the writings of 

eeme and Gysin. Unlike the other Italian practitioners. Argento's 


back utxjn one another, creating a universe ofpalpbte 
'imtalii chaos lurking beneath the fabric of reality. Each of the films is a 
sS obliquely-angled dream of blood and death Like a symphony, 
Smo's movies play variations on their themes (this Is cspeciaUy true of the 
Mothers series which we will go into at length later in this chapter) le- 
nStin. images and signiflers throughout: extreme close-ups of glistening 
eves- billowing clouds affording full Apollo moon shots; lirioned hands 
shooting through planes of darkness to dispatch amateur Nancy Drews, 
flashbadts and dreams derailing the narrative momenlum; the nneinc use of 
the usual phallocemrlc cutlery, sharpedged art objects employed against 
artist cum detectives; the offscreen whispered threats of lethal agents and 
then peregrinations barely discerned by their intended victims; the pervasive 



UK 
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use of water and fire imagery to usher in the apocalyptic finales, etc. Every- 
where in Argenio's movies, one finds the telltale signs of a Lynchian world of 
troubling associations bursting out of the temporal forest like a wolf's blood- 
slicked muzzle. It’s not difficult, given Argento's askew point-of-view. to 
suddenly find insects playing sleuth or cheerful lullabies becoming the har- 
bingers of violent death. 

In this chapter, we will try to answer some of the questions that any 
exegesis of the most talented exponent of the contemporary art. Eurogore 


Bird 

A WithThe , 

Urystal 

plumage 
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creme demands. We will cover the early thrillers, the transitional suspensct. 
DEEP RED which in turn would then s^naj the delightful Christmas Tree 
cadenzas of SUSPIRIA and INFERNO, as well as recent techno-scares. 
TENEBRAE. PHENOMENA and OPERA. We’ll focus on his collaborations 
with other genre masters and lalk about some of the reasons for Argenio's 
success/Umbo; why SUSPIRIA would go over like gaugbusters. whOe western 
eyes would leaden to the chilly petri dish formalism of a TENEBRAE, which, 
like so many of his films, was relegated to re-edited video obscurity. Along 
with an overview of his oracular gifts, we will cover the inherent strengths and 
weaknesses of his craft, some of which are uniquely his own, and some which 
are endemic to the field he inhabits. 


BLOOD AND BLACK MACKINTOSHES/ 

THE FINE ART OF MURDER WITHOUT A MURDERER 

Argento. a former film critic, first appeared on the gialli scene with a 
series of obliquely observed whodunnits, the "animal'' trilogy; THE BIRD 
WITH THE CRYSTAL PLUMAGE. CAT O’NINE TAILS, and FOUR FLIES 
ON GRAY VELVET. As far removed from the tasteful and deductive 
Victorian drawing-room bashings of Conan Doyle and Christie, Argento's 
trend-setting thrillers (whose effects can still be felt on the splatter industry 
on this shore today) included; the startling visual flair of Mario Bava; the 
hyper-realistic violence of Sergio Leone's spaghetti-westerns (Argento co- 
wrote Leone's last spaghetti western. ONCE UP A TIME IN THE WEST); and 
Hitchcock's undeniable knack for offbeat characterizations. 

Far from being indefatigable macho avengers who are every bit a match 
for Argento's ubiquitous black -gloved assassins, his artist/sleulhs are paranoid, 
alienated seekers who, like the protagonist in the Borges' story "The South,” 
seem to be plunged into a dangerous and irrational lattice by an alien environ- 
ment. Often choosing to play detective out of a sense of intellectual vanity 
or to satisfy a nagging doubt about the crime they have witnessed, Argento's 
protagonists are reactive rather than active participants, usually provoking 
the obsessive ebullition of their quarry's already blood-stained neuroses. 

Given the theme of voyeurism that runs through all of Argento*s movies 
(and reach rarefied heights in the recent OPERA), it's fitting that his investi- 
gators are inevitably cast in the role of impotent observer to all the mayhem 
going on around them. They are continually watching helplessly as victims 
meet their ends behind windows and glass partitions, while they always 
moments too late to the rescue. In BIRD WITH THE 
^RYbTAL PLUMAGE. Tony Musante's writer can only stare mutely, trapped 
between the automatic doors of an art gaUery, while a man seemingly knifes 
young woman. Later, near the end, he himself almost falls prey to the 
Dptrppn ^ a lethal piece of modem art. In 

short Sh-i , pianist/sleuth stands by the wavside in 

S hU It,, t I gniesome death by the fortuitous decapitation 
end un m Argento's defectives 

news^ »’urderers (Karl Malden, the blind ex- 

AT is the last one ! recall winning an encounter); they are in- 


FROM THE MASTERS OF TENSION WHO GAVE YOU 
•THE OIRD WITH THE CRYSTAL PLUMAGE" 
-THE PICTURE THAT OUT-PSYGHOED PSYCHO ! 
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It s nine times more suspenseful! 
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^Hy brfed out by the timely .rtlval of the pohoe. toe KO,e, 

"°“!St“on hif^iluee. mlseoncep.lons, end clichi e^peetmtotte th. 

A is ever being deflated by his own built-in gender biases. Tony 

MuS’s noble quest in BIRD WITH THE CRYSTAL PLUMAGE is blo^ 
apart when he discovers that the girl whom he believed was being stabbed Is. 

Sf fact the homicidal maniac that's been terrorizing the city; and the man. 
her husband, was merely defending himself from her frenzied seizure. 

FOUR FLIES ON GRAY VELVET, the resolution is infinitely more emo- 
tiLuy lacerating for Michael Brandon's persecuted jazz dnirnmer who 
earns kt his wife is the culprit, making him the focal ^int of a strange 
vengeance waged against her hated, long-dead father whom Brandon re- 
sembles If Argento's heroes do end up protecting whatever brief span they 
might have, by the time they do finish with their layman puzzle-solving 
thX will assuredly count the rest of the days on their calender in tears of 
blood. Even more painful than the other two denouements, at least for 
the audience, is that of TENEBRAE's climax, when we find out that villified 
pulp writer Anthony Franciosa has used a spate of murders started by a 
fanatical admirer to avenge himself on vile womankind. Like I^na 
Nicolodi's press agent, who finds Franciosa huddled over the bodies of his 

latest victims, we feel intensely betrayed and hurt by the plot device. 

On the other hand, Argento’s psychopaths are anything but hapless 
marionettes. Like the John Ryder character in THE HITCHER, the killers 
are chthonic primal forces flaunting their blood-soaked domain. Though 
other directors, including Bava, have employed the usual faceless slayer 
dressed in the cliche accouirements-black mackintosh, gloves, etc.-thanks 
to Argento's brand of pull-oul-all-thc stops editing style, he manages la 
Sergio Leone and his spastic meaningful close-ups of gun belts and Clint s 
squint) to turn his psychopaths into mythic, shadowy incarnations of death. 
With knife handles and raincoats substituted for hat brims and dusters, the 
effect is just as visually compelling, giving the penny dreadful narratives an 
undeniable charge that can still be found in the western hockey-masks-and- 
rakes variations that have glutted the slasher/horror market. Argento^s 
killers: manipulate "art” flullabies and paintings) to recreate a past abattoir s 
conditions to stimulate their "latent madness" (reaching its apex with TENE- 
BRAE's author assassin, Peter Neal, gloating, "it was just like writing a book" 
after his latest kills); work in conjunction (often unwittingly) with other 
loonies in a common goal; fly into homicidal action when the equilibrium 
that they have found in their insanity is impinged upon; have a sexual fixa- 
tion on the hero/heroine (the psycho-sexual underpinnings of Argento s work 
is perhaps taken to its most logical extremities in the recent OPERA); are 
often distaff loonies who begin a spate of murders to cover up the actions of 
a familial member, etc. But, in reality, the motivations of Argento's killers 
are moot, like Hitchcock's maeguffins in the way that Argento's evocations 
lake total precedence over any of their spatial relationships with their victims. 
In Argento's perfection of "the Art of Murder Without a Murderer." the 
identity of his killers is as inconsequential as llieir root psychosis; they make 
their kiUs. spew their 45 r.p.m. confessions, and then succumb to the Deep 
Red Dream that they have set in motion. 
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A Dano Argento Fin 


\bu wiN NEVER forget it!!! 

Conversely, Argento 's unquestionable flair for genuinely terrifying (and 
essentiaUy wordless) set pieces is anything but inconsequential. Anglo 
viewers may quail at the inherent absurdities and eighty-sixed logic of the 
turgid Bcenarios--the dubious nineteenth century notion of FOUR FLIES 
that the last image seen by a murder victim will be imprinted on the retina 
and the howler in CAT that a psychopath can be unmasked by a routine 
checking of his chromosomes-there's no doubt that Argento 's staging of his 
assassins' attacks from the odd angle of the camera frame lias a dark arete 
that reverberates on nur own homegrown turf. In fact, a case could be made 
that Michael Meyers and his aphasic brothers, Jason and Freddy, are but the 
illegitimate offspring of Argento's sleeker. Europoid wraiths. If further proof 
is needed, just compare the Carpenter attack in the kitchen in HALLOWEEN 
with the second murder in BIRD. During a power failure in her apartment 
building, a young woman makes a match-lit ascent up the stairs (well photo- 
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killer, fliins e ‘'" i,* bVat me murdK itself is sueh a brisk, uitfancy 
makes tl« STrMshing in Hooper's CHAINSAW i. 

bi, of '’““"“'J’Sd^LHtrikes the audience numb. There is undeniable 
comes out of left fidd and audiences when he rebes on sheer 

proof that Argent to becomes die point of his cluttered 

technical verve, La‘“’ fetishized trappings of his murderers down to a 

Se«"rb..atotion(especiabyin^^^^^ 

s™ an^e ^gento wafted 

sy^rSlId le—rthe oh-^-itksome, and no. very closely 
observed, reality of the early cosmopolitan thiiUers. 


Th« Kandy Kotorml Kill SUSPIRIA 




SUSPIRIA 


SIGNALING A CHANGE OF KNIFE HILTS ON THE WAY 
With DEEP RED, Argento showed horror buffs that the plot moorings 
with the everyday, always strained to a fair degree with the "animal trilogy, 
were already well on their way to being jettisoned. Bridging the gap between 
the first movies and the cathartic. Walpurgisnacht lasariums of SUSPIRIA and 
INFERNO, DEEP RED combines, as a transitional film, elements of both 
cycles; the story itself is well grounded in the style of the whodunits but 
employs the zonked-out, florid look of the two Three Mothers installments. 

Although routine detective work uncovers the mystery in DEEP RED. 
the film foreshadows the irrationality on the horizon by plunging the hero 
into the world of ESP and psychic phenomenae. At a Rome convention for 
the "European Congress on Parapsychology," chic medium, Helga Ulmann 
(Macha Meril), picks up on the skewed vibes from a psychotic killer in the 
audience. She tells her colleague that she remembers every detail of the 
exchange and intends on writing it all down that evening. Later, as sites 
about to record it. she's butchered by the hatchet-wielding maniac. A neigh- 
bor, concert pianist Marc Daly (David Hemmings in a variation of his 
paranoid seeker-for the truth role in BLOW-UP), witnesses the murder from 
the street below and later, convinced thai a vital clue has been removed from 
the crime scene, accepts the puzzle as a challenge to his own intellect. 

DEEP RED employs all the usual gialli cliches and signature devices but, 
nonetheless, it must stand out as a seminal work in the Argento filmography. 
Despite the fact that the murders are as nasty as anyone could wish lor (in- 
cluding a combo bludgeoning/scalding meted out to a lady authoress) and 
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carried out with the standard dubious gusto. Argento puts a fresh spin on 
them bv having them incorporate the precognition theme that tuns through 
the entire movie. When Marc is asked by a journalist femme why he plays 
the piano, he jokingly answers that it represents a synbolic bashmg-in of 
his father's teeth, setting up the sadistic battenng of a parapsychologist s 
molars against a mantle by the deranged killer. In another example the 
drowning of a secondary character in a boiling bath IS preceded by Marc 
being burned on a coffeee machine- the climactic decapitation of the mur- 
der has its parallel in the scene where Marc cuts the chain from the gate of the 
killer's former haunt- . 

Bui as entertaining as DEEP RED is, there is nothing in it that can pre- 
pare horror fans for the hyper-surreal death trips of SUSPIRIA and IN- 
FERNO. 


DREAMS IN THE WITCH HOUSE 

Imagine the collective unconscious furniture of a cavalcade of stoned 
Lovecraftian dieties and you might have some idea of the hallucinatory 
wounderlands that comprise the first two installments of the "Three Mothers" 
tetrology, based on English essayist Thomas De Quincey's "Levanna and Our 
Ladies of Sorrow." Perhaps his most impressive revisionist foray in the field, 
Argento 's supernatural series are visually dense, free-form Stygian ice cream 
colored epiphanies. They're anti-Spielbergian Ught shows as far removed 
from the dilapidated catafalques of mentor Bava as is possible. Rich and 
painstaking ghost trains that fly off the tracks of naturalistic filmmaking, SUS- 
PIRIA and INFERNO cannot be down-played in terms of their importance to 
Argento's maturation as a leading stylist, or to the experimental horror 
thriller format. 

The Mater Mythos is basically this: according to Argento, an architect 
by the name of Varelli built three haunted houses for the diabolical trinity 
of The Mothers of Whispers, Tears, and Darkness, in Freiburg, Germany, New 
York, and Rome. Just as there are Three Fates, Three Graces, and Three 
Furies, the Three Sorrows, exceptionally powerful sorceresses, generate the 
ills of mankind from their baroque manses. In spite of the fact that on a 
linear applications SUSPIRIA and INFERNO defy description, the overall 
scenarios are actually fairly simple. A number of characters who stumble 
onto the secrets of the witches meet ghastly ends as a result- The movies are 
merely an excuse for Argento to ladle on trowelsful of aural-visual deep dish 
dread, alternating between no-shit scares and equally no-shit pretension (to 
give you an impression, a plaque on the house in SUSPIRIA states that Re- 
formation bigwig Erasmus spent a few sleepless nights there, while a similar 
sign in INFERNO tells us that religious mystico G. Gurdjieff unraveled his 
prayer rug in Mater Tenebrarum's digs). Argento's haunted palaces are like 
Gorman's Usherlands (Argento cites Gorman as an influence on his work) 
seen through a mescaline haze and mixed with a little of the fervid baroque 
flourishes and eccentricities of Mervyn Peak's "Gormenghast" fantasies. 
With their screamingly appointed art decor. Argento's international, Hadean 
annexes are such a hoot, you half expect to see a Fedor travel title: "Plush 
Elegant Places Around The World Tliai You Would Love To Die In." 
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With SUSPIRIA the window dressing elements of Argento s storyline 
are literally the icing on the cruel confectionary that serves as the prelude to 
the Mothers myth. A pretty doe-eyed young miss, Suzy Banyon (Jessica 
Haroer) arrives in Freiburg. Germany to study at the famous Tanz Academie 
school (01 ballet. After the savage murder of a fellow student, Suzy launches 
her own investigation into the deadly doings at the school and discovers that 
the academie is really a front for a murderous coven of witches (headed by 
the Mother of Whispers) who have selected her as their next victim. 

In SUSPIRIA, Jessica Harper says, "there is magic all around us, and 
Axeento backs up the statement with a veritable Gehenna gauntlet of the 
bizarre and fantastic. Combining lush art set direction (the loudly designed 
Tanz Academie with its blood red exterior is a great piece of gingerbread 
Hill House), dazzling Ugliting via outmoded technicolor stock, and a pul- 
verizing Goblin score that hisses "Witch!" way before Jessica Harper faces 
the Mother of Whispers in her underground lair beneath the school. From the 
opening moments with Harper's arrival at the Freiburg airport, with the 
storm outside turning the city into a bedraggled netherworld under seige, 
Argento makes it clear that the artifice of the movie’s style is not to be 
merely lavished on the set pieces but will be evident throughout. In spite of 
this, Aigento's refusal to abide by the rules of naturalistic filmmaking some 
times proves to be his undoing as when he insists on opening the movie with 
Ills best hand. In one of the most horrifying scenes in the genre's history, a 
student, who has discovered the Mother of Whispers' lair, is attacked in her 
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,n„tni5t.t by "somaone or somelhingonsMn " and has bet faca pulled^ains. 
aSd then through a glass window before being viciously stabbed There is 
nothing in SUSPIRIA to rival the first twenty minutes, not even a ternfic set 
„L-c involving a blind pianisl which fiaales out in a disappointing dog attack. 
There are whole chnnks of pedestrian writing and flat ^rtormances and. 
worst of all a didactic discussion on the subject of witchcraft between Harper 
md a psychologist so that Harper will be morally armed when she goes back 
to the fray All of this basically underscores the timidity with which i^gento 
stiU clings to the creaky story, when a more tree-form approach to the hoj. 
rots might have achieved the sense of nightmare dimension that SUSPIRIA s 
best scenes sltain for. Happily, with his second film m the Mater saga, IN- 

FERNOsAreento would discover just that. ^ 

If the weak script of SUSPIRIA constantly brought Argento s aur^- 
visual bombadier shenanigans to a screeching halt, then INFERNO would do 
iust the opposite by turning the entire film into set pieces chucking any 
narrative fldehty for the crazy, elliptical looseness that would make it Ar- 
gento’s most satisfying flint yet. INFERNO typifies, perhaps more than any 
other movie, the double-edged appeal of the Argento techno-fnght facto^^: 
the mixture of dollops of pretension and stately Europoid technique (the Him 
is the sort of giddy hybrid that you would get if schlockmeister WiUiam 
Castle and French new wave director Alain Resnais would have produced, 
say LAST YEAR AT MATERLAND?) that either sends genre fans into 
transports of joy or fleeing for the Cunningham vegematic red cards. Genre 
fans may feel truly outraged as they sift through the flotsam and jetsain of 
inferno's hardly streamlined storyline. There are subplots-withm-subplots 
and all kinds of loose ends in the movie's crazy quilt pattern; the drug 
addiction of an ailing secondary heroine; a crippled bookseller s war on the 
neighborhood cats; the conspiracy of a couple of servants (and Mater 
toadies) to rob their mistress of her jewels arc just some of the examples. 
None of this really makes sense, but then, this only pinpoints Argento s 
elusive raison d'etre for INFERNO in the first place. Like the best mght- 
mares, INFERNO doesn't need to make sense, it's the smotheruig alchcnucai 
connections and dreamUke ambience that even make it a film. As circuitous 
as one of Mater Tencbrarum’s curses. INFERNO merely plaj^ i^nations on 
Its diabolical equations of moons, water, blood, and smashed glass, is 
cyclical elegance is summed up by a number of the Maters minions who 
reiterate. "They don't want anything to change." and neither does Argento, 
giving the repetitive deaths and images a mythic, predestined, fatalistic tee . 

The story; poetess Rose Elliot (Irene Miracle) is alarmed when she dis- 
covers, via an alchemical tome "The Three Mothers" by the architect and 
alchemist Varelli. that her neo-Gothic New York brownstone and two other 
houses in Freiburg, Germany (SUSPlRIA’s setting) and Rome were buiU 
for the Mothers of Whispers. Tears and Darkness, evil witches who manu- 
facture the sorrows of the world from their dwellings. While exploring the 
basement of her own home. Rose drops her keys into a sunken room and. 
diving into the murk to retrieve tliein, finds a portrait of Matet Tenebrarum 
and some floating corpses. Panic-stricken, she writes to her brother Mark 
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(Leigh McCJoskcy). a music student in Rome, but his letter is read by mis- 
take by his girlfriend Sara (Eleonora Giorgi). who goes off in quest of the 
book at the local library- Searching the library vaults, she is tenorized by a 
black-cowled, talon-fingered alchemist, causing her to take refuge with an 
acquaintance' Thev are both cruelly murdered. After an interrupted phone 
conversation with his sister, a distraught Mark flies back to New York only to 
discover that Rose has vanished. 

The deduction in INFERNO and the hero s frustrated attempts to get to 
the bottom of his sister's disappearance is nothing but a thin veil for the sheer 
onslaught of technical display that often turns Argento 's films into a Dantees- 
que free association game. In one scene, Argento cuts away from Sara 
hystericaUy babbling on the phone to Mark; to a close-up of a black-gloved 
hand fit ting the head off a paper doll; to a lizard munching on a moth; to the 
scissors cutting the head off another doll; to an identified woman hanging 
herself. In a sequence after Mark has just been knocked unconscious by one 
of the Maters after searching the house of darkness, Argento cuts away to an 
unconnected dream sequence of pounding surf (a battery of psychologists 
would probably get a kick out of a Jui^ian reading of the movie's symbolism) 
With its densely layered imagery, INFERNO is as stylized a bloody rhors- 
chach as the red-stained hand print Rose leaves on the curtains during her 
flight from the servants of Tenebrarum. The murders aside, which reach their 
quintessence in Argento 's pretensions when the doomed Rose is brought to 
her Grand Guignol blow-out like a diva onto the stage as she's lured by some 
Mater yodelling, Argento 's total filmic handling carries through in every 
carefully lit (much more muted than SUSPIRIA) and scored frame, like an 
alchemist himself, Argento takes ordinary events and gives them the threat- 
ening perspective of a paranoid being under seige. Deadly portents abound in 
a lecture class where Mark is distracted from reading his sister's plea for help 
by a mysterious, beautiful, cat-stroking nymphet; in another, where the 
hushed voices in Sara’s scary library excursion are magnified into a hive of 
Byzantine, malefic whispers. The parallels between the messy ends of both 
Sara and Rose on opposite sides of the Atlantic, also contribute to the film s 
fatal, labyrinthian feel. 

As far as differences between SUSPIRIA and INFERNO on a story level, 
things are looking pretty dire as far as the cards being stacked in the Maters 
favour. If SUSPIRIA's Jessica Harper could terminate the Mother of Whis- 
pers with the thrust of a crystal ornament (a nice visual pun on Argento 's 
BIRD), the inferno's hero, Mark, is nearly useless. Perhaps a hommage to 
Hemmings' harassed artist sleuth in DEER RED, Marc Daley, INFERNO's 
Mark, always filmed and dressed in limpid grays, is even more of an ambula- 
tory mannequin than any of the protagonists in the "animal" triology. When 
he goes searching for Rose with helper Countess Elise (Daria Nicolodi) after 
finding bloodstains at Rose's door, the agents of the Mother of Darkness 
have so little concern for him that they just give him a knock on the noggin, 
rather than killing him. When he finds the secret passageway that leads to the 
Mother of Darkness' lair, it's by sheer coincidence and he is almost kilted by 
the wheelchair-bound Varelli, now a crippled lackey of the mothers. In the 
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climax, as Mark confronts the Mother of Darkness in her underground lair, 
all he can do is cringe and shake in Jamie Lee Curtis fashion as the witch 
advances on him. snarling contemptuously, "...Men call us by a single name, a 
name that strikes fear into everyone's hearts. They call us. 
DEATH! DEATH!" He just barely manages to escape the fiery holocaust of 
the finale, none the wiser, fed on a diet of tantalizing half clues and riddles, 
discarded like the rodent heads from the mouths of the mater's feline fami- 
liars. If the Powers of Good are incredibly ineffectual in INFERNO, they can 
only continue to decline in the third installment. In SUSPIRIA, Jessica 
Harper vanquished the Black Queen and the familiar climax resulted in the 
Cormanesque meltdown of the Monster and its Castle. But in INFERNO, the 
sorceress stands in the flames, exhulting in the destruction that will only 
extend its dominion over the world. 

If the denouement of INFERNO, with its Don Post halloween mask 
knee-jerk risibility doesn't live up to the pyrotechnics-to-burn build-up of the 
first two-thirds, INFERNO is still Argento's best movie and one of the finest 
experimental horror entries in many years. A much quieter film than SUS- 
PIRIA (the pulverizing Goblin score of the first film gives way to Keith Emer- 
son's fairly sedate keyboard action), INFERNO is a troubling dream that 
must be dreamed repeatedly to benefit from its considerable strengths. 

Aigenlo followed up the surreal lunacies of SUSPIRIA and INFERNO in 
1982 with, surprisingly enough, the unusually air-tight TENEBRAE (also re- 
leased in drastically edited form in the states as UNSANE), which, if the plot 
is no less convoluted than BIRD, CAT, and FOUR FLIES, receives at least a 
mystifying consideration that's part of its effectiveness. With its futuristic 
decor and sunny exteriors wryly counterpointing the darkness of mendacious 
actions and deceit that fuels its murderous atmosphere, TENEBRAE, like 
DEEP RED, is one of the few Argento movies that plays scrupulously fair 
with the audience within the confines of its Edgar Wallace-style penny 
dreadful storyline. A throwback to the early cosmopolitan thrillers (espe- 
ciaUy BIRD WITH THE CRYSTAL PLUMAGE), if TENEBRAE is a bit 
of a disappointment when put up against the side-splitting phantasms of 
SUSPIRIA and INFERNO, then at least the technical virtuosity still occa- 
sionally crops up. The '80 neo-baroque INFERNO model may give way to the 
modern streamlined design of the '82 TENEBRAE, but the firm grip of the 
black-gloved hand on the wheel is still in evidence. 

Acclaimed mystery author Peter Neal (Anthony Franciosa) arrives in 
Rome on a promotional tour for his latest thriller, Tenebrae. which is en- 
joying a run of success at the top of the Italian best-seller list. Coinciding 
with his visit, a spate of brutal, imraitative murders ensue, the victims' death 
screams gagged with pages from Neal's book. To avoid suspicion, Neal, with 
the aid of his agent (John Saxon) and assistant (Daria Nicolodi). starts his 
own investigation, following the trail to a TV talk show host (John Steiner), 
who had shown a perverse interest in Neal's writings. Though the news- 
caster is subsequently axed, it soon becomes apparent that the writer has 
continued the killings to play out his own mlsogynistic, psychopathic fan- 
tasies. 



A visually cold film. TENEBRAE is full of icy. hard-edged surfaces arid 
picturesque steel sculptures glinting in its smothering, formalistic night world 
pulp. Although unusual care may be lavished on the gialli plot's construction, 
the film still boasts a number of well-burnished bits of artifice. In one scene 
of incredible calculation. John Saxon sits waiting outside a crowded shopping 
mall, expecting a rendezvous with Franciosa's emotionally disturbed fiancee. 
While watching the people walking by, he sees an upset young woman who 
has just quaneled with her lover and seems to be on the verge of going over 
and comforting her when he is stabbed by an offscreen assaOant. The kicker 
of this scene is that it all happens in broad daylight. In another scene, Ar- 
gento's camera docs an aerial inventory of an ill-fated lesbian couple's home. 
If the mayhem of TENEBRAE is not filtered through the go-to-heU-gels of 
SUSPIRIA and INFERNO, the same disturbing penchant for real image- 
making power and cyclical connections abound; vicious dogs and brutes 
chase hapless young women into the hands of razor-wielding psychos; knives 
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«re [nii^d under flowing taps or hammered into bits in front of roaring fires, 
keys jangle in locks; pupils dilate in extreme close-up; cameras click away at 
all the gnie. while immaculate white apartments are turned into abattoin 
with the flash of a blade. 

TENEBRAE also heralds the outlandish extremes in Argento's impacted 
voyeurism which will be given vent in the recent OPERA. Along with the 
repeated shots of the shmterbug killer's canon zooming in on all the gory 
handiwork. Argento tellingly throws the honor buff's attraction/revul- 
sion with all the shredded flesh back in his face by providing one of the most 
definitive images of his career-the fleeting shot of a young woman staring in 
horrified fascination through her slashed T-shirt as her attacker cuts her 
throat- While the killings are filmed with the same dubious panache as the 
rest of Argento's movies, TENEBRAE is a rarity in its leavening the violence 
with a sardonic, on-the-mark, knowing sense of humour that has Argento 
saving the unkindest cuts of all for himself. The Peter Neal protagonist, pil- 
loried by a woman papparazi for his book's "hairy, macho bullshit'' and for 
portraying his women characters as "ciphers and victims," is obviously an 
Argento stand-in. There's also the terrific, self-conscious bit of savage wit in 
the irony of the film's climax, by having the maniacal Neal, killin g in the 
name of art, bloodily dispatched by a cruelly spiked object d'art, It's at least 
a pleasure to see Argento loosening up to the degree that the gialli maestro 
can at least cackle as he slashes the strings of his marionettes. 

Perhaps the cool, futuristic villas of TENEBRAE were an unexpected 
change of scenery after the excesses of the Mater films, but at least, in the- 
matic terms, the tricked-out Swiss Miss bug hunt of CREEPERS (1985) and 
the sleuthing ravens of OPERA have antecedents in the Argento filmography. 
A closet entomologist, Argento has featured insects in both the Mater movies: 
an infestation of maggots in SUSPIRIA served as a metaphor for the insanity 
and murderous rot beneath the Tanz Akademie's plush trappings; while in 
INFERNO, swarms of ants led Mark to the discovery of the secret passage- 
ways that honeycomb the Mother of Darkness' lair. However, if the out- 
rageous fauna detection of his two most recent directorial outings is indica- 
tive of a new piece in his blood-spattered, slash-and-clash mosiacs, then it is 
also a problematic one as well, both for Argento and his fans. 

Surprisingly enou^, CREEPERS (also known in its longer form as 
PHENOMENAE), in spite of the fact that it is the first movie that Argento 
produced under his own company moniker (and most expensive up to that 
time. S3.8 million), is actually the weakest of his films since CAT O'NINE 
TAILS. If the black-gloved hand, clenching in opera villain fashion behind 
the curtain during Sara's death scene in INFERNO threatened to tear away 
the veil and reveal the formidable arsenal of horrordom's leading technocrat, 
then in CREEPERS it has ripped it aside, giving us nothing more than a 
huffing, puffing organ grinder and his demented monkey. Never before in an 
Argento film has there been so little to paste onto the technical brilliance. 
The story, concerning a young girl (Jennifer Connelly) unmasking a maniac 
wreaking havoc at an exclusive Swiss boarding school via her telepathic link- 
up with the local insect life, is a poor man's CARRIE meets JASON and the 
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DEADLY SWARM, with a customary cinematic bag-of-tncks having no more 
shock value than the intermittent kinetic charge of a well-mounted MTV 
video. As wildly improbable in its plot dynamics as the intrusion of its spear- 
wklding midget mutant killer and the razor-toting chimpanzee who bails 
Cormelly out of a decapitation fmish at the hands of a spinsterish Daria 
Nicolodi, CREEPERS serves as nothing more than an annoying footnote in 
the career of a fine master. 

Spilling blood with happy abandon across the surmy, bucolic Swiss 
countryside (the locale shooting is one of the few things the film does have it 
its favour), Argento plays more fast and loose with the audience then he ever 
has, making the uncharacteristic tightness of TENEBRAE look like a fluke 
performance. Blowing away any credibility or semblance of reality like the 
film's phon-an annoying Swiss breeze accredited for causing expectant 
mothers to birth monsters-Argento engenders little interest in the pyro- 
technics and, perhaps re alizin g how threadbare the Gialli Meister's new 
clothes truly are, tries to hide everything with a bellicose soundtrack of heavy 
metal tunes. (We not only get to see every flash of the blade, but a shrieking 
head-banger gets to tell us too.) With none of the movie's most elemental 
questions answered (like Connelly’s insect ESP, for instance), flat perfor- 
mances, laughable dialogue (my fave: as an inspector and entomologist 
Donald Pleasence watch some maggots roiling in a severed head""So, we can 
say that she lost her head sometime in September") and a telegraphed double- 
bluff right out of Kubrick's THE SHINING (Connelly's guardian arriving in 
time to the rescue just to gel beheaded by the mutant's mommy, Nicolodi), 
the film has little to fall back on but the oozy, slimey bug footage, incon- 
sistently shot and edited, with all those whirring wings contending with the 
screeching guitars, phenomena. Cut to H«ll. BecamB CREEPERS 


Yet. suffice to say. even when he is terrible. Argento is still gifted enough 
to puU off the occasional arresting image here and there. The first killing, 
with a young Danish foreign exchange student (Fiore Argento. Dario's daugh- 
ter) being hit in the face in slow-motion by a halo of shattering glass is 
fairly wrenching stuff, the aftermath of Connelly's vision of a fellow student 
in an abandoned building has a nice payoff when her Teutonic teenage res- 
cuers suddenly turn nasty; Donald Pleasence's laser remote hitting the psych- 
path’s eye during his elevator descent to doom; the iron shutters slamming 
down over Nicolodi’s windows after she has knocked Connelly out; and the 
latter’s tunnel burrowing in quest of a phone. There is also the dualism of the 
impossible chimp out to avenge master Pleasence's death;Nicolodi's revenge- 
ful son: and a commentary on the infantile malice that has always plagued 
Argento 's killers, especially in DEEP RED with its lullabies, taunting drawings 
on blackboards and walls and dismembered dolls, signaling the inevitable 
attacks. But CREEPERS is an impoverished film in the Argento ouevre and to 
be dismissed as merely a minor failure amidst the accolades Argento has 
earned in the genre. Given the control and technical apex that would be 
scaled in his next film, OPERA, the disappointment of CREEPERS is only a 
small quibble in an evaluation of his latest work. 

OPERA starts off with the reflection of an opera house interior in the 
eye of a raven, blinking fit to kill-a sure sign that Argento is back in his 
technical eyrie and returning to explore the obsessive neuroses that have 
haunted his filmic universe. But. more than that, like the thematic summa- 
tion works of other directors, OPERA is also a wonderful self-refiective tour 
of homages and motifs. OPERA is a veritable throe curtain call feast for 
Argento fans with a full-blown flowering of the psycho-sexual intimations 
that have been a staple from BIRD WITH THE CRYSTAL PLUMAGE on 
down through TENEBRAE. It's also a landmark film in so far as it is Argen- 
to's first attempt at capping off all the punctured, violated torsos with a life- 
affirming "happy ending.” Hitting most of its high notes with ease. OPERA 
is not only a fabulous career summation garnished with state-of-the-art gad- 
getry. but a hint of the bloody vistas that the gialli Grand Master has yet to 
fully explore. 

During a rehearsal of Macbeth, a work usually associated wUh bad luck, 
the production's high-strung diva storms off the set after refusing to perform 
with the ravens which are the controversial addition of horror-film-tiirned- 
opera-director Mark (Ian Chatleson); whereupon, she is struck down and in- 
iured fay a passing vehicle outside the opera house. The role of Lady Mac- 
bclh is then given to pretty, young understudy Bally (Cristina Marslllach) 
who earns the plaudits of the critics and those of a demented, masked slayer 
who will go to sadistic lengths in order to get Betty's attention. 

Abducting her. the psycho binds the girl, places needle-lined lap'-' 
her eyes to prevent her closing them, then stages the deaths of her closest 
friends and production colleagues in front of her. Rcali/hig that tiu' nmt- 
derer's actions lie in with her own foggy, recurrent iiightiniue of ii simi ai 
experience from her past, Betty enlists the aid of Mark and the incie.isingy 
tnalevolem ravens to reveal Ihc killer's identity during a pei foi iuaiiee. 
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With the image of Marsillach and her needle-taped peepers ranking up 
there with the death-viewed-through-a-viclim's-slashed-T-shirt scene in TENE- 
BRAE as Argento’s most concise commentary on his cathartic affair with 
his fans. OPERA is definitely the director’s violent muse at its most un- 
fettered. Like the maniacal killer who tells the singer, "I’ll take you wherever 
and whenever 1 want." Argento treats Ids viewers to a nonstop barrage of Ids 
baroque, show-stopping best hi-tech. Even less restrained than the ocular 
eccentricities of the Mater films and TENEBRAE, Argento 's roving camera: 
does incredible Fokke-Wolf loop-the-loops as a vengeful raven zeroes in on 
the psycho hiding in the audience; gives us a swirling drain's p.o.v.; follows 
the heroine in endless serpentine tracking shots: spirals down in a louma- 



crane shot as MarsOlach rifles a dead policeman's body for a gun; vibrates as 
the psychopath suffers another homicidal seizure; flies into a victim's mouth 
to give us a close-up of his knife-skewered tongue wriggling around ; bores into 
a door's peephole for a slow-motion shot of a discharged bullet; and zooms 
in and out on demand, always imbued with a Grand Guignol grandiloquence 
that far outweighs the importance of the content. Argento's knack for jarring 
composition is also in display with the director crowding his •frame with 
dozens of bustling backstage set crew folk in one scene and then emptying 
the shot in the next as he cuts to the killer's hyper-real perspective with 
micro-naut journeys into the madman's palpitating, fervid pons. The same in- 
congruous transitions carry over to the film's eclectic soundtrack which 
caroms from Verdi and Prokofiev to all out sturm-and-dcang metal. (Like 
Argento's collaboration on Lamberto Bava's DEMONS, albeit as producer, 
it's a lot better integrated here than the aural sludge of CREEPERS/ 
PHENOMENAE.) From the futuristic mash of rumpled metal that sets 
Mark's Macbeth in a post-apocalyptic locale to the squawking ravens that 
presage the slaughter like nasty little Fata Morganas. Argento's opera house is 
every bit a sister to the sumptuous, lethal villas and haunted brownstones that 
have Uttered his past films. Adding to the stunning central image of Mar- 
siUach's blood-blinkered captivity, Argento further develops his iconograpliic 
voyeuristic fetish with lots of shots of gore-splatlered opera glasses, knives 
tracing patterns on video monitors, etc. 

If the sheer voluptuousnesj! of the kills has been the raison d'etre of 
Argento's movies, then OPERA'S artistic offings, whether one victim's orbital 
socket shock comes via bullet through a golden peephole or a knifing in a 
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museum-tumed-Venetian-bedroom. Argento is undeniably at the peak of his 
Form. In a scene that even outdoes the hierarchic gore of the first death in 
SUSPIRIA, Argento has his killer attempt to pry open the jaws of a dead 
dressmaker who has swallowed a vital clue in the form of the madman's 
bracelet. After jamming a pair of shears into the dead woman's mouth and 
some futile fishing around, the murderer finally hacks open her esophagus 
and bloodily extricates the piece with a gloved hand. It's such a wrenching- 
ly over-the-top bit of surrealism that it has to rank with the daylight -through- 
a-little-girl's-shotgunned-head in Fulci's THE BEYOND as one of the most 
significant moments in gialli history. 

The grue aside, OPERA is mesmerizing on at least two levels. For one 
thing, it has to be one of the most extensive career retrospectives by any 
talent in the field: at one point, Mark and Cristina enjoy a rain-lashed auto 
ride that's right out of the Mater films (in turn, homages to Argento 's hero, 
Michael Antonnioni); the opera house's ventUation ducts, through which 
the killer pursues Marsillach, is a clear nod to INFERNO and DEMONS; the 
omniscient ravens who have a telepathic line to the diva are, of course, kin to 
the investigating insects of CREEPERS/PHENOMENAE; the psych-sexual 
angst can be traced back to TENEBRAE and, even further, to FOUR FLIES' 
twisted familial relationships; while the climactic scenes amidst all the Swiss 
greenery is directly lifted from CREEPERS. But OPERA is also important 
in that Argento, oddly enough, provides his film, for the first time in his 
career, with a reasonably uplifting ending. Seeing some hope of salvation for 
himself. Argento has Mark, a closet sadist^ with an extreme show-must-go-on 
attitude and clearly an Argento alter ego a la TENEBRAE's Peter Neal, sacri- 
fice his life to give Cristina time to escape. Even more radical, rather than 
subjecting his deranged killer to the usual splattery finish, Argento merely has 
him carted away by the cops while Marsillach, finding a sort of whacked-out 
Zen harmony with nature as a result of her ordeal, tells a startled lizard to 
"go free." 

Although it's easy to tend to wax over enthusiastically about a genre 
talent because of an unmistakable, albeit problematic, revisionist stance and 
at the same time ignore the bugaboos and flaws that dog his work, still there 
is no denying the importance of Dario Argento's role as horror/splatterdom s 
leading technocratic auteur. A true groundbreaker, perhaps Argento will 
always be thwarted in finding a steady following on this side of the Atlantic 
due to aU those western eyes leadening to all the atmospheric eighty-sixing, 
whether it's the petri dish precision of a TENEBRAE or the multi-colored 
Christmas tree cadenzas of SUSPIRIA and INFERNO. Certainly, Argento s 
blatant disregard for the rules of naturalistic filmmaking, while steadtastly 
adhering to the guidelines of his native industry, will be endemic pro ems to 
both him and his disciples. Indifferent dubbing, flat performaiices pro- 
tractor cut characterizations (the paper dolls decap scene in INFERNO is a 
right-on observation of just how much Argento's mannequins will vary betore 
they’re sliredded), uneven, pedestrian writing, shall always be consistent idio- 
syncracies, no matter liow densely layered his scarlet ziggurals may be. ow- 
ever, it must also be said that in a genre where too many of Its top directors 
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have failed to produce, been disastrously assimilated by the majors or opted 
to play it too dose to bloody vest, Argento is one of the few true stylists who 
continues to remain a challenging, legit force, redefining his field with an in- 
genuity that is sadly lacking on the whole. 

If there is any image that one can ascribe to the late '8Q's Argento after 
nearly twenty years of filmmaking, perhaps, like the killer in OPERA twirling 
his blood-splattered bracelet tauntingly in front of Marsillach's face, it is that 
of Argento continuing for the next twenty to give us teasing glimpses of the 
nightworld warping off the sleekness of his garishly hilted blades. 
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PROFILE BY: 
KRIS GILPIN 


This ex-low budget filmmaker 
unleashed THE EVIL DEAD upon 
the world, showing u pwnchant for 
humor and a dazzling cinematic 
eye. which has become more refined 
with each subsequent feature. He is 
also a ver>- soft-spoken, gentle type 
of guy which is a bit surprising after 
witnessing the incredible level of 
energy alive in his work. He loved to 
accompany his brother Ted (who 
played the gross, fat. old undead h^ 
in EVIL DEAD 11) to Saturday hor- 
ror matinees in Detroit when he was 
a kid. Bui he really jumped into the 
genre when he. producer Scott 
Spiegel and star Bruce Campbell 
[from the EVIL DHADs] made a 
series ofSuper-Smm films while in 
college in Michigan. ‘’We were 
making IT’S MURDER and we had a 
moment wliich was a scare.” Raimi 
says, "and tite college audience 

"I'vd coined a title for myself, 

if I might be so bold, as the 

Apprentice of Suspense." 


jumped and screamed so 1 (hougiit. 
'Hey. this is great! I gotta ntake a 
whole picture which’il have this 
effect.' *' So he followed up with 
the Super-Hmm SIX MONTHS TO 
live. THE HAPPY VALLEY KID. 
the story of a student driven mad 
("that was a big hit on campus"] 
and WITHIN THE 'MOODS, which 


was used as a tool to raise money to 
make the first DEAD picture which 
was seen, praised and publicized by 
no less than Stephen King. “1 think 
the inspiration for that film came 
from George Romero’s NIGHT OF 
THE LIVING DEAD, which my sis- 
ter snuck me into; that really terri- 
fied me beyond words. [And now] 
if Romero’s the Master of Terror, 
Hitchcock the Master of Suspense 
and King the Master of the Written 
Word, I’ve coined a title for myself- 
if I might be so bo!d-as the Appren- 
tice of Suspense.’’ he says jokingly. 
"I figure I’ll start small; I still got a 
lot of years aliead of me," he smiles, 

Raimi’s style and camera grew to 
be wonderfully wild and fluid (yet 
always in total controi) with EVIL 
DEAD IL.Jike Spielberg on acid, ‘i 
love Spielberg I really look forward 
to his movies.’’ 

"I liy and figure out the intent 
ot a scene, then try to break it up 
into pieces." he says, ‘In a logical 
progression which will flow and cut 
together on the screen-thafs tlie 
basics of what any director does-and 
then 1 address each piece to make 
[its intent] as clear as possible for 
the audience. And then, once I’ve 
decided it’s doing tliat, I ask, ‘How 
can I punch it up and give it a little 
more juice, to make it more exciting 
for the audience?’ Sometimes tlie 
most cleat [idea] is the most e.v 
citing.” 

And yes. boys and girls, there «s 
a Part HI in the works, which begins 


in the medieval setting seen at the 
end of the last film, before the action 
returns to the cabin. The wriier/di- 
rector will try for an R rating this 
time (as opposed to the previous un- 
rated) since, “as I grow older, i m 29 
now. I'm less interested in the gore 
than I w« before. I wanna lean a 
little more toward the fantastic and 
amazing: though 111 definitely try to 
not let the EVIL DEADs' faithful 
followers down," he assures, i'll 
try to still make it fun for them and 
exciting and ^ thrilling as possible.” 

Between those films was CRIME 
WAVE, a comedy which was taken 
out of his more-than-capable hands 
and recut and rescored by the studio. 
“1 look at it [today] as a D picture, 
meaning poor. If I’d made my cut of 
it, without the script being chan^d, 
and did the music and sound job I 
wanted. I could’ve made it into a C+ 
picture. It’d never have been an A 

"As I grow older, I'm less 
interested in tfie gore than 1 
was before, i wanna lean a 
little more toward the fantastic 
and amazing." 

picture, quality wise, but it would've 
been a hell of a lot belter. It would 
have been comprehensible. In the 
beginning [of the final cut now] I 
can’t understand what the hell’s 
happening; it’s all kablooey,” 

One script he co-wrote with the 
great Coen brothers (BLOOD 
SIMPLE. RAISING ARIZONA), en- 
titled THE HUDSUCKER PROXY, is 
still unproduced due to its proposed 
cost (the brothers want to shoot the 
’50’s, big-business comedy in black- 
and-white). Meanwhile, Raimi 
cameos as “The Snickering Man” in 


the Coens’ latest film. MILLER’S 
CROSSING, in which he takes a 
machine gun hit in the chest. Sam 
also had a blast playing the crazed. 
Manson-like psychopath in THOU 
SHALT NOT KILL..XXCEPT. 
(They shot his entire part in two 
days.) 

His next film is Universal's THE 
DARK M.AN (budgeted at over S8 
million), a modern-day BEAUTY 
AND THE BE.'^ST revenge tale based 
on his own story. “I'm gonna try 
and thrill the audience,” Sam Raimi 
says, “but also try and uplift them 
and make them feel great as they 
leave the theatre.” 

FILMOGRAPHY 

THE EVIL DEAD (1983) 
CRIMEWAVE^THE XYZ 
MURDERS (1986) 

EVIL DEAD II: DEAD BY DAWN 
(1987) 

THOU SHALT NOT K1LL..EXCEPT 
(as actor. 1988) 

THE DARK M.4N (1989) 
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The 

Unwatchables 


GREG GOODSELL 


The late great pop artist Andy Warhol once filmed a man sleeping for six 
hours straight in one unbroken take, edited in black leader at random and 
titled it SLEEP (1964). SLEEP was screened to members of the New York 
intelligentsia where, predictably, many chose to stay in the lobby and smoke 
cigarettes. The purpose of SLEEP and other films in the Warhol canon was 
to make the passive audience aware of the nature and goals of cinema. Is 
film the ciunulative effort of skilled technicians and artists to entertain the 
masses? Or is film something that runs through a projector? 

The closest many will come in dealing with these lofty questions Is when 
we go down to the inner city video outlet and lay out three stinking skins for 
NIGHT OF HORROR (1983). Once home, the patron discovers that the first 
ten minutes is one unbroken take of two men talking in a bar with their backs 
to the camera with the sound recorded under several layers of mattresses. Is 
this art? Or are we out three bucks? 

NIGHT OF HORROR tells the story of a quartet of friends on a camping 
trip who are visited by the ghost of a Confederate soldier. He requests that 
his skull be buried with the rest of his regiment. The campers do so. The end. 
In the meanwhile, we sit through loads of footage of Civil War reenactments, 
courtesy of the local Freemason Lodge photography not good enough to be 
in league with those shot at the bottom of a well; and an inaudible sound- 
track with a dreary piano musical score repeating the same signature ad 
nauseum. NIGHT OF HORROR doesn’t even cut it on the level of a home 
movie, and yet, the good couch potato lias laid out good money to see it, 
What’s going on here? 
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In the olden days of yore, if a film was lo have any chance of theatrical 
play, it was required to be in 35 millimeter, have a modicum of technical 
expertise {no paying theatrical audience would settle for a NIGHT OF HOR- 
ROR, no fuckin’ way), and some entertainment value. Those days are long 
gone. With today's burgeoning demand for more product on video, all tradi- 
tional modes of quality are out the window. Films that have played in two 
slates, unfinished projects by producers who came to their senses late into 
the game, movies that have been gathering dust at the bottoms of closets- 
all out on tape! 

Wc have 35 millimeter, 16 millimeter, Super 8, sometimes with sound. 
There are direct-to-video movies, direct-to-video videos, and old classroom 
visual aids masquerading as snuff (DEATH FACES IV). The world at large 
just doesn’t care once you’ve laid out the bread and are out the door. 
“Ching!,” says the cash register. 

They’re mad, they’re bad, they’re The Unwatchables- From the excesses 
of Warholian minimal cinema to movies so bad they’re minimal. Horror 
movie completists who run out and see every genre film insures anything wifii 
a bloody box will bring some bread back, bringing out a tot of losers that 
were better left mouldering in the can. Truth will out, however, and you 
really can’t fool all of the people all of the time. Picture a Rosey Grier type 
browbeating a wizened old video clerk and shouting, “This inuthah fuggin' 
movie is no good, mutha fuchah. I wan’ mah three dollars back! NOW!’’ 
As such, the truly unwatchable is often only in smaller outlets for a very 
brief time. Only memories of the irredeemable remain. Submitted for your 
disapproval... 

BADFILM APPRECIATION 

As anyone who has squirmed through a Troma “cidt comedy classic” 
will tell you, the joys of a true “badfilm” is a many-splendored thing. How 
can an overly clever TOXIC AVENGER (1985) hope to scale the delicious, 
vertiginous nausea of A1 Adamson's DRACULA VS. FRANKENSTEIN 
(1971)? Badfilm speaks to the select few in mysterious, unspoken ways, 



ofTenng dark, sardonic truths about existence. What sort of society would 
allow a CREEPING TERROR (1964)? What does this say about you when 
you stay up past 3 :00 ajn. to catch it on cable? 

Chester T. Turner’s BLACK DEVIL DOLL FROM HELL (1984) is a 

in point. This shot-on-home-video-equipment feature tells the story of 
Helen Black (Shirley Jones), a dowdy revivalist spinster. When Helen isn't at 
church or keeping her tract home spotlessly clean (where there are plastic 
slipcovers on the furniture and various articles of religious tack adorning the 
wdls), she’s on the phone to her sisters, warning them “not to fornicate with 
no man.” 

Picking up a plastic ventriliquist dummy with dreadlocks from a novelty 
store, the doll comes to life, ties up Helen and fucks her. “Ah’m gonna take 
yo’ cherry. BITCH!” it growls. The doll splits for the novelty store, leaving 
Helen a frustrated sexual wanton. The men she picks up at the neighborhood 
meat racks have a more conventional form of foreplay, leaving her unsatisfied. 
This leads to a bloody confrontation with the tiny one, with him once again 
returning to curio shop shelves, awaiting a new “bitch.” 

DEVIL DOLL is so racist, sexist, violent, tasteless and yet so kitchen sink 
banal it’s a work of primitive genius. It’s precisely the kind of approach a 
John Waters or a David Lynch feverishly strives for. A screening of DEVIL 
DOLL to either one would inspire them to give up filmmaking to sell shoes 
instead. These formerly radical directors, now ensconced in mainstream 
cinema, have yet to have the courage to admit that what they do is best left 
to those who have no idea of what they’re doing. 

Before we turn our attention away from "movies so bad they’re good” 
towards “movies so bad they’re awful.” the reader is advised to check out the 
analysis of what this writer feels is the true contemporary equivalent of 
PLAN NINE FROM OUTER SPACE (1959), DON’T GO NEAR THE PARK/ 
NIGHTSTALKER(1979). (See sidebar) 

REPEAT OFFENDERS AND ATTITUDE PROBLEMS 

In film fandom, many would leap at the chance to produce, write, or 
direct their own project. This being a world of war, famine and Dan Quayle, 
it follows that naturally these opportunities are only offered to people who 
don’t give a shit. A person wiA money and equipment and not a shred of 
vision or originality has a better chance than you do, buttbreath, so just get 
over it. 

Interestingly, bad filmmakers with cult reputations are very few and far 
between in the Boring Eighties. Larry Buchanan, a low man on everybody’s 
totem pole, unimpressed the world with his sixties’ remake of fifties’ Ameri- 
can International Pictures sci-fiers for American International Television. 
Ergo, INVASION OF THE SAUCERMEN (1957) became THE EYE CREA- 
TURES (1965), IT CONQUERED THE WORLD (1957) became ZONTAR, 
THE THING FROM VENUS (1967). etc. 

Buchanan’s technique is simple. Where others pour on sex. violence, 
gore, suspense, action and drama, Buchanan films his stories in such a way as 
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camoullage his smarmy, cynical atlilude. “Didn't like my last 
whaddya expect from something called HOLLYWOOD CHA N 
HOOKLRS(1988)? I’mouttahcre.bub!” 

The single worst genie director active today is Roberta Findlay, ner 
stoTies-devoid of any and all originality, apathetic attention to technical 
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detail, and absence of all quality-betray either a contractual obligation to 
which Findlay will be paid SI86 after lab fees or a severe altitude problem. 
How a woman director was able to turn an unreleasable property into a 
cause celebre about a degradation of women (SNUFF, 1976) says it simply, 

With her late husband Michael, Roberta has worked extensively in porn, 
where presumably the solo raincoaters who catch her work at the corner peep 
show relinquisli their anonymity by demanding their quarter back. Her 
lensed in New York ditties-THE ORACLE (1985), BLOOD SISTERS (1987), 
LURKERS (1988), and PRIME EVIL (1988)-present a new nadir. One 
pictures Findlay as a character in a Woody Allen film, briskly waking down 
the streets of the Big Apple, brushing away all comers with, “Listen, you 
wanted a horror movie, ya gotta horror movie! Leave me the fuck alone! So 
what if it was out of focus? Leave me alone, leave me the fuck alone...” 

STICKS OF WOOD AND SACRED COWS 

By now enquiring minds want to know, “Does the presence of certain 
actors and actresses indicate that the film at hand is a loser?” It’s even 
money that recent pictures that star Bobbie Bresee, the late John Carradine, 
Cameron Mitchell, Linnea Quigley and Aldo Ray are sure-fire shitters. It’s 
not that the work of the aforementioned band of ihespians is bad, it’s just 
that actors gotta eat too, y’know. 

Bad performances in fright films belong to one-time wonders who made 
one or two pictures before returning to retail sales work. Positively the worst 
performance in a horror film (or otherwise) is Theresa Farley's artistic inter- 
pretation of a stick of wood in BREEDERS (1986). As the heroine who halts 
an invasion of New York City by Ed French-created insect aliens (a talented 
makeup man stuck in countless no budget dogs), Farley is reduced to the 
level of a living prop. Whether it’s discovering the disgusting alien’s under- 
ground lair or the climactic shoot-out Farley stares into the camera with a 
vapidness that a Vanna White would envy. 

While Farley has beauty and poise Lucinda Dooling in THE ALCHEM- 
IST (1985) is little more than a warm body on board. This mediocre gore 
fantasy is done in by Dooling’s non-emoting. She certainly wasn’t cast for 
her looks. Beetle-browed and lantern-jawed, she essays her role as a tough 
waitress motoring through the backwoods with a grim determination that 
says she would rather be anywhere else than in front of the camera. Maybe 
she was the producer’s wife. 

While it’s easy to dismiss the work of non-actors urged by hangers-on to 
perform for their cameras, it’s not possible to accept what’s passed off as per- 
forming by acclaimed stage and screen actress Olivia Hussey in DISTOR- 
TIONS (1986), In tliis psycho-drama, Hussey is shoved down tlie stairs, 
pursued by the charred corpse of her late husband, drugged, battered, and 
pushed around with a singular expression on her face: brows knit, mouth 
slightly opened looking puzzled, Piper Laurie as Hussey’s psychotic aunt 
fares only slightly better, pushing sixty and wearing black sequined gowns 
with plunging necklines at the breakfast table. 
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With the mcongnious inclusion of Academy Award nominees into this 
chapter the probing mind begins to ask. “Hhhmmmm. Is there a sacred cow 
in horrordom with a strictly unwatchable on their resume?" Look no further. 
John Russo, co-scripter of the classic NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD 
(IdbS). has to his scriptwiiting credit THE MAJORETTES (1986). based on 
his pulp novel. THE MAJORETTES is a complete strikeout on every level. 
Bad acting, bad directing, bad photography. ..bad. The film itself looks like it 
was laid out in the sun a month prior to its release to home video. Care 
is negligible in every way save the scripting department. Every little turn 
and detail of the complex, byzantine plot about a wacko butchering a small 
town’s high school cheerleaders is preserved as to retain the flavor of Russo’s 
deathless "paperback original’’ prose. Boooooooooo. 

CINEMATIC MIND MELTERS 

Thanks to video, abandoned film projects get a new lease on life. Pictures 
that have been lying aiound without the capital necessary to finish tiiem, 
with a judicious bit of pruning, can be sold to the home video market. The 
entrepreneurs behind these con jobs depend on a nation of spuds too stoned 
or wasted to notice that SPOOIQES (aka TWISTED SOULS, 1985) hasn’t a 
shred of story, or that IGOR AND THE LUNATICS (1985) has two sets of 
actors who don’t match. "Maybe nobody’ll notice!” 

RUNAWAY NIGHTMAI^ (1985) is the best illustration of this new 
type of merchandising We are introduced to two "worm farmers” living in 
Death Valley who are abducted by a group of buxom female desperadoes. 
They are taken to a ranch, represented by sets shot on a theatrical stage, 
complete with curtains and backdrops. Vampire women expose their breasts 
in video inserts that don’t gel with the film format. A gun duel between the 
women is shown and the picture goes black as a narrator tells us who won. A 
fat woman cackles, “Worm farmers! Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!” Over and over. 
Pictures come to life. The women steal plutonium to build an atom bomb. 
One of the worm farmers turns into a werewolf because of the radiation. 
Has anybody else seen this thing? While RUNAWAY NIGHTMARES was 
released in the hopes of inebriated viewers too hammered to notice, the film 
itself will reduce the stone cold sober into a drug-like stupor, destroying 
brain ceUs at an unheard of rate. You have been warned. 

BOOK BY ITS COVER 

As one crusty old retailer tells this writer, “We don’t sell movies! We sell 
boxes! This has a good box!” You just can’t judge a book by its cover or a 
movie by its box. Elaborate, expensive box design can cover up a stinker (a la 
BLOOD FRENZY, 1986 or BLACK ROSES, 1988) and lousy box art can 
disguise masterpieces (as witness the countless crummy graphics used to sell 
the classic ALICE, SWEET ALICE. 1977). 

Really atrocious box art may alert the consumer to a film with an unde- 
niable retard charm. Positively the worst tape box graphic ever is the one 
devised for PSYCHO FROM TEXAS (1974). The eyes of Charles Manson are 
38 


superimposed over an autistic child's cut-outs of a cowboy hat and firing gun 
done in garish “Romper Room” primary colors. It complements perfectly 
the film contained therein, probably assembed by Tobe Hooper-styled 
mbreds. about a chubby maniac terrorizing a hick town mayor. 

The guidelines for detecting a grade Z unwatchable on video store 
gondolas are as follows, the phrases “too gory for the silver screen!”, 
“released to video prior to theatrical release” or “simultaneously on theatre 
and home screens!” Oh yeah, sure kid. The presence of any of the afore- 
mentioned actors or directors in the credits. A cincher is if the title has a 
New York setting (slumming porn technicians seem to be grinding out at least 
one new horror title a month now). Box art can be elaborate or terrible. Be 
on the lookout for exotically titled films without credits. BLOOD-SUCKING 
NAZI ZOMBIES was just another retitling for the world's worst walking dead 
film OASIS OF THE ZOMBIES (1982). Country of origin is not a sticking 
factor (though Spain and France have quite a few rotten movies as part of 
their internation^ heritage). This chapter has stayed with American films be- 
cause, well, we’re the best gosh-dumed country that’s ever lived on the face 
of the earth and, like, we should know better. 

Just rented this thing called THE HEREAFTER (copyright date in 
titles too teeny to see). The gore is gag store. It’s heavily dubbed although 
it’s set in England (the filmmakers lost the soundtrack and had the actors 
come back to redo their lines) and the sound matches the mouths only 
rarely- Your Uncle Irwin could do a better job with tl\e lighting and photo- 
graphy. The story is about a bizarre love triangle involving a crippled man, 
his faithless wife, and a virile gardener. The bickering amongst the throe is 
genuine, as if the characters know each other in real life. The poor visuals 
drive the point home that we are watching somebody’s home movies. 

Stanley Kubrick’s FULL METAL JACKET (1987) hypothesized about 
a “World of Shit.” well, there’s a World of Shit out there at the local video 
store: from domestic to foreign turkeys, some old, some new, direct -to-vidco 
or finally released from their ninth go-round at Tulsa drive-ins. Bad-good, 
bad-bad. mediocre. ..it's only a matter of time before us cineastes weaned on 
the glass tit have literally seen it all. What then? 

If any of these words have seemed overly harsh or unsympathetic to the 
verites involved in film production, rest assured that this writer would just 
as soon go back, lay out good money to see THE HEREAFTER or any of 
the other titles mentioned in this essay, and watch ’em all over again before 
even considering renting THREE MEN AND A BABY (1987). This last film 
is truly unwatchable for reasons too horrifying to compreheiui in even these 
blood-soaked pages. 

Steve Gutlenberg bbbbbrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr. 



"Hope ) die 'fore I get old" 

DON'T GO NEAR THE PARK 
{1979) 

There are hundreds of mediocre hor- 
ror movies that have derivative plots, 
not a thought in their heads other 
than monetary recompense, obliga- 
tory gore, executed in a flat, pro- 
fessional manner, DONTGONEAR 
THE PARK (1979, released to video 
as NIGHTSTALKER) has a markedly 
original story, daring and contro- 
versial themes and subplots, and 
profoundly disturbing scenes of 
violence, all done in a way suggesting 
junior high school students with 
cameras. 

Badfilm devotees can readily detect 
if the flick at hand has that "some- 
thing special," In PLAN NINE 
FROM OUTER SPACE (1959), 
Criswell's loopy opening monologues 
let us know right away that the 
following will not be standard opera- 
tional. The pre-credit titles for 
DON'T GO NEAR THE PARK in- 
form us of the film's basis in fact and 
the search for knowledge and eternal 
life since early man. A subtitle reads 
"12,CX)0 years ago" as we cut to a 
brother and sister cave couple, Gar 
and Tra (Meeno Peluce and Barbara 
Monker), being chastised by the 
tribal queen mother. They are to be 
banished from others for their 
cannibalism, murder, incest and acts 
against nature, cursed to live 12,000 
years hence until the twin stars of 
the wolf realign. They must then 
sacrifice a virgin descended from the 
tribe to be granted eternal life. If 
they fail, they will be damned 
"eternity upon eternity." 

The cave people wear shag rug rem- 
nants. The cave brother is clean 
shaven with neatly combed hair. 
The queen mother is a teenage girl 
under layers of fourth-rate theatri- 
cal makeup. Tra, the cavegirl with 


"Brady Bunch" pigtails and finger 
cum warpaint, wails, "But, we are 
your CHILDREN!" 

We know right away that this film 
has that somethin' special. 

Spanning prehistory to Seventies’ 
suburbia with a dizzying blend of 
cosmic predestination, domestic 
drama and Grand Guignol, there is 
not one single aspect of DON'T 
GO NEAR THE PARK that could 
possibly be rendered any worse. Its 
mixture of lofty ideals and ambition, 
coupled with blunt incompetence, 
makes it the only film of the past 
ten years to plumb the depths of an 
Edward D. Wood, Jr. production. 
Shot one year after the Master’s 
death near his old stomping grounds 
of Los Angeles, it's debatable if 
Wood's spirit was a guiding hand 
behind the cameras. 

Produced and directed by Lawrence 
D. Foldes, from a script by Foldes 
and Linwood Chase, from a story by 
Chase under the title SANCTUARY 
FOR EVIL, the film is guaranteed a 
footnote in horror movie history as 
the debut pic of current scream 
queen Linnea Quigley (or as the 
titles proudly state "and 
introduceing (sic) Linnea Quigley"). 
A title reads "16 years ago." Gar, 
now known as "Mark," is seen in a 
suit and makeup as an older man. 
"We will do what we have to do in 
order to survive," his voice is heard. 
He strangles a teenaged fisherman by 
a secluded stream, tears out his guts 
and eats it raw. The process leaves 
Mark youthful again and his human 
prey old and withered. His sister 
wanders by in stylized old lady garb, 
reminding him it's time to father a 
child because, "I want to live for- 
Bverl" 

Mark follows a slightly chubby 
Linnea home where she has a room 
to let. Quigley’s willingness to do 
nudity just slightly over her age of 
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coment i* demonstrated in a gratui- 
tous shower scene and when she 
doffs her flimsy nightgown to her 
mysterious boarder. In what is pre- 
sumed to be a whirlwind courtship, 
they are married by a teenage priest 
and have a little girl christened 
■'Boundi." All with the aged sister in 
black veils watching from the dis- 
tance. 

Bound! (Tamara Taylor) is spoiled 
and doted upon by her father, who 
entertains her with bedtime stories 
about cavepeople who devour smalt 
children. Quigley, playing against 
her type, becomes a resentful and 
jealous housewife in frumpy clothes. 
It all comes to a point on Boundi's 
sixteenth birthday when daddy pre- 
sents her with a tacky plastic pen- 
dant fliched from the tribe's queen 
mother. "That does it!" yells 
Quigley. "She's gold and I'm 
bronzel" Fed up with this near 
incestuous household, Boundi 
decides tn run away from home. 
Hitching in the seedier parts of 
Hollywood, Boundi is abducted by 
a trio of thugs in a battered van. 
They tear off her skimpy blouse as 
the camera focuses on unwashed 
hands mashing her pubescent breasts 
as Boundi cries, "Father, help me 
please!" The pendant glows, the 
van magically speeds out of control 
and crashes off a bridge in Griffith 
Park, exploding with all the ferocity 
of a small nuclear explosion. We see 
no one gets out, until the camera 
wipes to Boundi crying underneath a 
tree with nary a scratch. Huh? 
Hiking through miles of dry brush, 
Boundi stumbles upon a deserted 
ranchhouse tended by the aged 
sister, here known as "Patti," 
Recognizing the magical talisman 
Boundi wears and her official 
designation as the sacrificial lamb, 
Patti lets Boundi stay at the ranch- 
house which is shared by other 
runaway children -Nick (Crackers 


Phinn) an abandoned, illegitimate 
nine year-old and Cowboy, a poor 
little rich boy used as an ashtray by 
his wicked stepmother. 

Aldo Ray (whose presence insures 
that the film is a dog, as this former 
Academy Award winner is not 
beneath porn the month his car 
insurance premiums are due) plays 
a writer who befriends the trio. He 
tells them that the ranchhouse that 
they're staying in is a former trysting 
spot for a mysterious mistress named 
Petruella a concubine for the park's 
owner who vanished in the 1940's, 
who, like Patti, wears an eyepatch. 
"Could it be? I don't know.. 
SATAN!" 

The conclusion mixes in reanimated 
corpses, lazer zaps from eyeballs, 
horrendous dream sequences and a 
"shock ending." As the synopsis for 
DON'T GO NEAR THE PARK 
demonstrates, child murder, child 
abuse, paedomorphism, cannibalism 
and incest are dealt with in an 
exceedingly tasteless and uninten- 
tionally hilarious manner. Take the 
scene where Boundi is introduced to 
Nick. Boundi is sleeping on a 
Victorian pouf in the ranchhouse 
as Nick sneaks up and fondles her. 
"Hey! Keep it in your pantsl" the 
plucky Ms. Taylor says. "Lay off 
that shit until you're at least 
twelvel" With the actors in question 
being as young as they are, this scene 
and many others give PARK the 
uncomfortable feel of "kiddie 
porn." 

One could take up an entire book on 
cataloging PARK'S many trans- 
gressions: rubber rocks bounce off 
people's heads; actors stop in the 
middle of whatever to look to the 
director for what to do next; Meeno 
Peluce's horrendous acting that 
suggests vaudeville mugging for back- 
row audiences, et. al. The technical 
help involved contribute to PARK'S 
aura. 
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Film editor Dsn Perry's handiwork is 
highly distinguished. Music and 
sound will be going in one scene only 
to go CHOP into another scene with 
music and dialogue already in pro- 
gress. CHOP CHOP into an unrelated 
scene. CHOP into another bit of 
soundtrack master. CHOP, CHOP. 
Perry's editing plays a very large rote 
tn the film’s incoherence, reminiscent 
of a pre-MTV stream of conscious- 
ness style or random slashes of 
scissors and glue. 

More amazing still is the cinema- 
tography of William Dediego. 
Dediego will aim home movie lights 
straight into the faces of the actors 
without filters or diffusion of any 
kind. Anybody with a few student 
films under their belt will know of 
the preferability of bouncing artifi- 
cial light off a fiat surface to light a 
scene, but such was not the case here. 
Characters have eerie, glow-in-the 
dark faces. Linnea Quigley, in 
particular, looks as if on the verge 
of colliding face first into a sun- 
lamp. 

Those of the auteurist school will 
insist on Lawrence D. Foldes' culpa- 
bility. having produced, directed, and 
co-written the film. It’s incredible 
just how badly directed DONT GO 
NEAR THE PARK is. Foldesfilms 
everything in a medium long shot 
without reaction shots or many close- 
ups of any kind. The most telling 
scene describing Foldes' ineptitude is 
when we watch Quigley leave her 
home as the camera cuts to a young 
girl chasing her dog into the park. 

It's only well into the scene, when 
the girl gets her foot caught in a bear 
trap and has her intestines torn out 
by Patti, do we learn that the girl is 
not Quigleyl PARK should be 
required viewing for film students on 
how not to direct a feature. 

It would be easy to surmise that 
DONT GO NEAR THE PARK was 


the work of teenaged filmmakers 
transferring their own fears of aging 
into the storyline. The lack of any 
older cast members, save Aldo Ray, 
and the naive, amateurish craftsman- 
ship involved suggest this. The 
theory, however, is found lacking to 
the eagle-eyed viewers who catch a 
familiar name in the end credits that 
whizz past the freezeframe shot of 
Tamara Taylor smiling demonically 
into the camera. .."Man in Van- 
L.D. Foldes.” We rewind the tape to 
the aforementioned speeding van se- 
quence to see an older, mustached 
scum mangling his starlet's titties as 
even less appetizing theories of this 
movie's intentions begin to surface. 
Linnea Quigley still expresses em- 
barrassment over her involvement 
with this opus. This writer met 
Quigley at a horror convention where 
she confessed, "This was one of the 
first films I worked on and I remem- 
ber thinking at the time 'are they all 
like this?' ■' Word was out to friends 
anr family that when DONT GO 
NEAR THE PARK played third at 
rural drive-ins that the directive of 
the day was strictly "Don't Go Near 
the Movie!" "You know how some 
movies are so bad, they're good? 
This one is so bad it was awful!" 
Awful, indeed. Awe-filled will be the 
lucky viewers who catch DONT GO 
NEAR THE PARK. One of a kind, 
audaciously imaginative and com- 
pletely off kilter, this film is 
guaranteed a third or fourth repeat 
watching long after you've giveri up 
on the first hour of Bertolucci's 
THE LAST EMPEROR (1987). It 
has that "somethin' special" that 
talent, sophistication and money 
just can't buy. 

GREG GOODSELL 
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ilNOTHER lO WORST LIST 


Th* films othMwd Iwi* *r« by no 
mwins «hp f*n w»rst. thpy «r» msi«lv 
twi films which «ie nuly Ixmoni of 
Hip PiespntPtl in no ppilifiuUi 

orrlPt (MVP INVITATION TO HELL) 
ihpsp titips h«vp IpU malinsjp>ii>a 
otlois Iona aflpr thpy’v* bwn 
from ahPtto vtcfpo outiPts. 

INVITATION TO HELL 

[ym )• 

DEATH FACES 
Ink* DEATH FACES IV) 
(1988) 

Talk alxiut * n«k«il lunch Whan you 
(Plum this atrocity inspirad by thp 
FACES OF DEATH sPiiPS. will you 
complain to the piopriator that no- 
IXKly a«ts snuffml out on camera? 

REST IN PIECES 
(1986) 

The ditfprence between a star- 
studded vehicle anil a coi n^tuddad 
tuid Is bridti«d in this mess that 
rewrites itself every fifteen minutes. 
Are those ^wople alive? Dead? 
Killing jwoplp? Killing lime between 
their next amwintment? Bleelv 



GORE MET ZOMBIE CHEF 
FROM HELL 
(1987) 

Nyeah, nyoeh, you've (ust lenteii 
somelHrdy's home movtosi 

RUNAWAY NIGHTMARE 
(1985) 

‘•Worm farmonsl Ha he ha ha ha hal" 

IGOR AND THE LUNATICS 
(198b) 

Prissily condomn«i try "Entoitain 
ment Tonight" as "the worst film 
ever made " Close, hut no cigar. 
Something about a Mansotvtype 
corunnine. 

NIGHT OF HORROR 
(1983) 

Ran ttuough a projector, now rair 
throut^i a VCR. What is It? 

THE ALIEN DEAD 
(1979) 

Early Fied Olen Ray homage to men 
tot Larry Buchanan. Ciude and 
unaccept.ihli* by either one's admit 
tedly low standaids 

ANOTHER SON OF SAM 
(197 ) 

A sni|Wi (rarricaiftw a high school as 
the police handle the situation in n 
leisurety fashion. Made entireiy of 
scenes of people walking In and out 
of hallways, 

ANY AND/OR ALL BIG 
BUDGET MAJOR STUDIO 
REMAKESOF FIFTIES' 
SCIENCE-FICTION MOVIES 
BY THE HOT^SHOT 
GENRE DIRECTOR 
YOU LIKE THE LEAST 
(you know who they are) 
MinrllBits. soulless boiiigs from 
eiiothei galaxy come to dmude what 

A} 


is best <or you today. 


•While the real ten worst are unavail- 
able for even the home video market 
(too bad for even software), there are 
times when the truly unwatchable 
escapes. Some movies are so bad you 
don't know if you've seen them or 
they're a dimly-remembered bad 
dream. INVITATION TO HELL 
certainly falls into this category; 
the only record of its existence is a 
spot in a video store terminal which 
says it was returned because it was 
■'defective." Defective is hardly the 
word as it is, bar none, the worst 
film this writer has ever since, which 
is saying a lot, 

Made in England, seemingly shot on 
home video equipment, INVITA- 
TION TO HELL tells the story of a 
young couple visiting an estate who, 
for some reason, are unable to leave 
trapped with others who share their 
fate. While the plot recalls Bunuel’s 
THE EXTERMINATING ANGEL 
(1962), HELL itself recalls mall 
security cameras throwing up ran- 
dom images. ^*eople are possessed 
by the devil in mid-sentence, vomit, 
come to. and never mention it again. 
A lummox strangles a girl because 
she's there. 

While there are certainly astute fans 
out there with a list of HELL'S 
credits, release date, etc., I prefer to 
thing this ran sans any identification 
to ingrain itself more deeply into the 
viewer's subconscious. The most 
salient aspect of the production is 
that all the actors appear to be under 
twenty years of age. ..made by 
children, perhaps? 


The box art is an especially hideous 
illustration of a skeletal corpse, 
enshrouded in flames, done in 
wretched yellow and black charcoal, 
Badophiles in search of a definitive 
mind-melting fix are highly en- 
couraged to seek this 'un out. Where 
is the INVITATION TO HELL cult? 
We know you're out there. Let's 
get together and have a swingin' ol' 
time! 


REDALERTI RED ALERT) 



CONNOISSEUR 
FILM COLLECTION 

A tasteful selection of the 
mealiest movies around. 

9999 


t^de n’ Rowdy, 

Chunk -Blowers)^ 
Guaranteed to Satis^ 
(he most 

Discerning Gorehound! 


For a FREE illustrated catalog, 
write to; 




CHAS. BALUN 
The Deep Red Collection 
8452 Carnegie Avenue 
Westminster, CA 92683 
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A WEIRD. GRISLY 
ANCIENT RITE 
HORRENDOUSLY 
BROUGHT 
TO LIFE IN 
COLOR 


8ox Office 
Spectaculars, INC. 


PROFILE BY: KRIS GILPIN 

U.G.LEWIS 

The Godfather of Gore who 
ushered in Mutilation Movies years 
before anyone else. If you still don’t 
know who he is, why did you buy 
this book? In his own words: “There 
was a script I had for years called 
The Music of Mr, Mund y. a chiidren’s 
picture about a grade school orches- 
tra so bad they’re a smash. I found it 
completely charming but couldn’t 
see it as a commercial enterprise so I 
never made it.” 

“Nudies were lots of fun to 
make. BOIN-N-G was my favorite 
because it had a sense of humor. 
When David Friedman and 1 made 
THE ADVENTURES OF LUCKY 
PIERRE [chuckles] . we were the 
whole crew. We cut no film out of 
that shoot, we used every foot we 
bouglit. It was a smash, which made 
me very cynical toward filmmaking. 

1 felt LIVING VENUS was a good, 
well-made picture, with a union 
crew and it cost six or seven times 
as much as PIERRE, which was in 
color. In the entire life span of 
PIERRE, I think we made eleven 
prints, playing them mercile.ss]y. 
We’d splice around the horrible tears 
and send them out again. Karen 
Black played herself, literally, in 
THE PRIME TIME. I notice she 
still does. It WHS her first picture; 
she was still a student [tybO). I 
shot BLACK LOVE fora fellow who 
owned a Ininc)) of ice cream parlors 
In Chicago, supplying only tlie 
tcclinical aspects of filmmaking. I 
also pul the campaign together, 
pulling it with my own MJSS 
NYMI’llliT’S/Al’-IN (usofl-core rip 
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of LAUGH-IN) and the combination 
was irresistible. But, ultimately, the 
producer disappeared and that was 
the end of that deal.” 

“One day someone sent me a 
French magazine called Image et 
Son (Picture and Sound) and 
BLOOD FEAST was listed as a 
classic honor film, between PSYCHO 
and REPLT.SION. In France there 
was a recognition factor [of my 
films] which just didn’t seem to 
bubble to the surface anywhere else. 
[Today’s horror films] take them- 
selves seriously; they’re more con- 
cerned with prosthetic technique 
than with frightening people. 
[Though, I always wanted to do] 

'Though I always wanted to do 
The Ultimate Effect where we 
simply rip somebody to pieces, 
starting with the outer skin and 
working our way in until there's 
only a pile of glop." 

The Ultimate Effect, where we 
simply rip somebody to pieces, 
starting with the outer skin and 
working oui way in until there’s 
[only] a pile of glop. We were gonna 
do thai in WIZARD OF GORE, but 
there were mechanical problems ; that 
was a jinxed production. We lost 
two days’ shooting because the 
faceplate was [incorrectly inserted 
into] the camera. And the whole 
box of an electrical hook- 
up caught fire and they threw us out 
of [that person’s house] . Henny 
Youngman biou^t a lot of confu- 
sion onto the set [of THE GORE- 
GORE GIRLS] . but he’s a nice guy. 
After an hour or two he knew his 
lines and stood in the right place, so 
I have a profound regard for the 
guy." [laughs] 


“We novelized COLOR ME 
BLOOD RED. thou^ I can't remem- 
ber if I wrote it. We had 45 rpm 
records of theme music from 2000 
MANIACS and THE GIRL. THE 
BODY AND THE PILL (1967); we 
used to send them to radio stations.” 

“On our sets everybody had a 
good time, but we knew at ten 
o’clock Monday morning what we 
were gonna be shooting at four 
o’clock Thursday afternoon.” 

“We sold [die unreleased] AN 
EYE FOR AN EYE [about a blind 
man who gains ESP when he’s given 
a dead man’s eyes] to a guy out of 
Minneapolis who moved it out of 
our cutting room, in the middle of 
cutting, and that’s the last I saw of 
any of it.” 

“SOMETHING WEIRD was, for 
me, an exercise in my mastery over 
the [old style] Mitchell camera be- 
cause just about all effects were done 
in the camera. [The producer] be- 
came irritated with having it ‘defiled’ 
[by playing it with] THE GRUE- 
SOME TWOSOME, so he withdrew 
his picture.” 

Lewis is now a highly successful 
advertising writer/consuitant, living 
in Florida. 

FILMOGRAPHY 

THE PRIME TIME (I960) 

LIVING VENUS (1960) 

THE ADVENTLIRES OF LUCKY 
PIERRE (1961) 

DAUGHTER OF THE SUN (1962) 
NATURE’S PLAYMATES (1962) 
BOIN-N-G (1963) 

BLOOD FEAST (1963) 
GOLDILOCKS AND THE THREE 
BARES/GOLDILOCK’S THREE 
CHICKS (1963) 

BELL, BARE AND BEAUTIFUL 
(1963) 
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RIDING THEIR MEN AS VtCiOUSlY 
AS THEY RIDE THEIR MOTORCYCLES 



mtme 


SCUM OF THE EARTH/DEVIL’S 
CAMERA (1963) 

2000 MANIACS! (1964) 
MOONSHINE MOUNTAIN (1964) 
COLOR BE BLOOD RED (1965) 
MONSTER A GO-GO/TERROR AT 
HALF-DAY (1965) 

JIMMY, THE BOY WONDER (1966) 
ALLEY TRAMP (1966) 

AN EYE FOR AN EYE (1966) 
(SANTA VISITS) THE MAGIC 
LAND OF MOTHER GOOSE 
(1967) 

SUBURBAN ROULETTE (1967) 
SOMETHING WEIRD (1967) 

A TASTE OF BLOOD (1967) 

THE GRUESOME TWOSOME 
(1967) 

THE GIRL, THE BODY AND THE 
PILL (1967) 

BLAST-OFF GIRLS (1967) 


SHE-DEVILS ON WHEELS (1968) 
JUST FOR THE HELL OF IT 
(1968) 

HOW TO MAKE A DOLL/HOW TO 
LOVE A DOLL (1968) 

THE ECSTASIES OF WOMEN 
(1969) 

LINDA AND ABILENE (1969) 
MISS NYMPHET’S ZAP-IN (1970) 
THE WIZARD OF GORE (1970) 
THIS STUFFTXKILL YA! (1971) 
YEAR OF THE YAHOO! (1972) 
BLACK LOVE (1972) 

THE GORE-GORE GIRLS/ 

BLOOD ORGY (1972) 

(Filmography from The Amazin g 
Herschell Gordon Lewis by Daniel 
Krogh, with John McCarty) 
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Olde Worlde 
Horrors 


JOHN MARTIN 

Don't get me wrong-it's not a question of lame-ass limeypatriotic pride. 
As Dr. Johnson pointed out all those years ago, "patriotism is the last refuge 
of a scoundrel..." and you better believe the Doc wouldn't shit ya! I m 
making no great claims for British horror here. Sure, the early Hammers were 
a potent force, but that company's output soon degenerated into pointless 
and increasingly desperate rehashes of those early triumphs; for the most part 
put together by people who didn't liave a clue what made them so great in 
the first place. Hamnrer was a spent force long before they made those em- 
barrassing attempts to relocate Count Dracula to early '70 s swinging London. 
There have been interesting British horror auteurs along the way, e.g., 
Peter Walker, whose unbelievably gory-for-its-day FRIGHTMARE 
plored the possibUities of Black & Decker brain impalement long before Abel 
(DRILLER KILLER) Ferrara cau^t on to the possibilities. Walker never 
quite realised his potential and after the failure of his all-star gothique dud 
HOUSE OF THE LONG SHADOWS (1982), he turned his back on horror 
forever, pursuing instead a successful career in real estate! Then, of course, 
there was Michael Reeves who bought the farm at the ridiculous age of 25, 
but not before completing his masterpiece WITCHFINDER GENERAL/ 
THE CONQUEROR WORM (1968). Sure. Clive Barker’s HELLRAISER 
(1987) promised a rebirth of the British-made horror movie by puttmg a 
few new kinks (e.g., designer demons into sado-masochism and tratis-dimen- 
sional incestuous necrophilia) on the eternal triangle, but almost ‘(^mediately 
Palace Pictures brought out the piss-awful ELM STREET cash-in DRE^ 
DEMON (which, 1 can't avoid mentioning, was directed by a Yank) to remina 
us why the sucker was dying in the first place. 
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PAURA 

NELLACITTA’ 






Mosi of Ihe rest of Europe can be dismissed even quicker than that, 
running up a resounding "nil points" (as they say in the Eurovision ng 
Contest) on the o!' Gore Scoreboard. Germany and France merit fleeting 
mentions. The former has churned out a multitude of horror films, not one 
of them worth a Gemian sausage. Just recently, a strange Aryan boy by the 








n«nie oi Jorg Buttgcreit m«de the totally disgusting NEKROMANTIK in 
uhkh kraut punks collect body parts from autobahn pile-ups. take them 
home and have sex with them. Buitgereit’s career threatens, rather than 
promises, to develop along wildly anarcltic lines. Apart from that, the only 
interesting genre movies to come out of Germany have been made by visiting 
non-Teutons. e.g.. Michael Armstrong's MARK OF THE DEVIL (1969 >. 

France has come up with nothing woitliwhile since George Fianju's 
savage and surreal EYES WITHOUT A FACE HORROR CHAMBER OF 
DR FAUSTLS (1959). unless you count such incoherent lean RoUin psi- 
locybin wet dreams as SEX AND THE VAMPIRE. THE NAKED VAMPIRE 
and LIPS OF BLOOD. And. if you coupt them...why? 

Nope, the glorious story of Eurogore is the story of a Roman legion of 
Spaghetti Splatter mavens plus a handful of Spanish eccentrics. It was Tlte 
Big Boot that kick-started the Iiorror film back to life in 1956. after an 
interlude in which the sci-fi flick had usurped its rightful positiou as the 
aenre most people consent to have the living shit scared out of them by. 
Riccardo Freda's variation on the Erzsebeth Batlmry' legend. 1 VAMP1R]_' 
THE DENTL’S COMMANDMENT, was made tlte year before Hammer's 
THE CURSE OF FRANKENSTEIN (rip American film even in the frame) 
a full two years before Hammer's own revisionist vantpire yarn DRACULA;' 
HORROR OF DR.ACULA. Bui it’s 1962's TERROR OF DR. HICHCOCK' 
THE HORRIBLE DR. HICHCOCK. typical of Freda's work in its fussy visual 
stvle and overblown melodramatic tone, that best illustrates the difference 
between Italian and British gothic horror and why the former outlasted the 
latter. In its day. CURSE OF FRANKENSTEIN had critics slutting bricks 
and viewers honking in the aisles over its grapliic depiction of violence . now 

FLESH FOR FRANKENSTEIN; D»sth Fucked in the Gall Bladdat 



It looks positively tame due to the rivers of blood and mountains of offal 
that have been spilled in the meantime by Lewis, Romero and company. 
DR- niCHCOCK. on the other hand, originally hyped with the line, "His 
terrible secret was a coffin named desire. ..the candle of his lust burned 
brightest in the shadow of the grave" is still a shocker. So much so that the 
recent U.S. video release was still heavily cut to avoid any reference to necro- 
philia. (Freda's ode to that particular sexual preference draws much of its 
strength from the galvanising presence of Liverpudlian cult actress and 
sepulchral beauty Barbara Steele.) 

Latin horror films show a willingness to confront taboos with a go-for- 
broke intensity that just isn't present in the genre mainstream. These films 
could only be made in ultra-Catholic countries (see also Sam Moffitt's piece 
"Mass Horror, Cruelty, Carnage and Christianity" in DEEP RED No. 6) 
where the idea of fun has become inseparable from notions of punishment 
and suffering. Remember, Spain's favorite national pastime is torturing 
cattle; in countless provincial festivals, the locals mark special occasions by 
maltreating small, furry animals. 

But we were talking about Italy and Riccardo Freda, in particular. 
Freda’s exact position in the horror firmament is difficult to fix, dvie to the 
sheer unavailability of most of his films and also his habit of taking a powder 
two days into a shoot and leaving cinematographer Mario Bava to complete 
the picture in progress. Of course, it was Bava. not Freda, who came to be 
regarded as the kingpin of Italian horror. 

Bava was a true man for all horror seasons, as comfortable with eye vio- 
lence and cranium puncturing as he was with subtle, atmospheric horror, 
apparent from his debut, the 1960 monochrome classic BLACK SUNDAY 
(which launched the whole Barbara Steele cult). His subsequent career was 

Bava's CARNAGE, The Second Film Rated "V" for Violence 



erratic, to say the least, but 1 get royally pissed when people 
trot out the mylli that Bava never made a decent picture after BLACK t>UtN- 
DAY. A look ut the track record scotches tlial one and also explodes that 
other irritating rnylli (hat Ituiluii horror films are invariably pointless re- 
hashes of American hits." Consider. -Bava establislted the conventions oi tlic 


(without which HALLOWEEN and everything that followed it would 
^ have been possible) with THE EVIL EYE (1962) and 1964 's BLOOD 
and black lace (in which the killer sports a claw glove that will give 
Freddy the K fans one fuck of a case of deja vu). That other influential 
"American hit." FRIDAY THE 13TH, is an unacknowledged remake of 
Bava's 1971 film ANTEFATTO aka TWITCH OF THE DEATH NERVE, 
BLOOD BATH BAY OF BLOOD, CARNAGE. THE ECOLOGY OF A 
CRIME, BEFORE THE FACT. LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT. PART 2). 
(It's appropriate that the whole "have sex and die" cycle should stem from 
a classic of Catholic guilt -tripping.) Of course, Bava's pedigree as a Godfather 
of Gore stretches back much further than this. If BLACK SUNDAY hadn't 
been dogged by censorship and distribution hassles, Bava would have been 
recognised as the guy who kicked off the whole gore ballgame instead of 
Herschell Gordon Lewis (whose BLOOD FEAST, as well as being a Johnny- 
come-lately in the gore stakes, features none of BLACK SUNDAY'S atmos- 
phere and production values and [worst of all] no Barbara Steele [for whom 
Connie Mason makes a piss-poor substitute]). ALIEN also plunders 
its kill-go-round plot from ANTEFATTO and its whole visual style (along 
with specific scenes, e.g., the discovery of a gigantic, fossilized extrater- 
restrial) from Bava's 1965 excursion into sci-fi, PLANET OF THE VAM- 
PIRES. 


The Morgue Slab -- Part of Fulci's Playground 
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THE GATES OF HELL 

It's no mystery why myths about "Italian rip-offs" persist, even in the 
face of all this evidence of the exact opposite, when you look at how Ameri- 
can distributors handled Bava's later films: SHOCK became BEHIND THE 
DOOR II; ANTEFATTO turned into LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT, PART 
II; and 1972's LISA E IL D'AVOLO was finally released three years later (in 
the pea soup honking wave that followed William Friedkin's THE EXOR- 
CIST) as HOUSE OF EXORCISM, with much of Bava’s original footage 
deleted and replaced by an amateurish restaging of selected highlights from 
the Friedkin biggie. At one point, Father Robert Alda asks the demon that 
is possessing Elke Sommer, "in the name of all angels and saints, where do 
you come from," only to be told, "from a cunt...you jerk!" This new 
footage has been credited, if that's the right word, to various directors (even 
to George Romero by one account); but I've got it on pretty good authority 
that Bava himself shot it. If so, his heart obviously wasn't in it, but who can 
blame him? 

In view of the fact that he had to contend with this kind of shit all 
through his career, not to mention microscopic budgets, it's a miracle that 
Bava ever made anything worth watching at yet he is, undoubtedly, the 
towering figure of Itahan horror. More than that, he is, arguably, the most 
influential horror director of them all. Period. 

Bava's influence on current Spaghetti Splatter supremo Dario Argento is 
indisputable, except for the fact that Argento himself has recently been dis- 
puting it. He's fooling no one bui himself: but we can forgive him in view of 
his unswerving commitment to his own uniquely personal and off-the-wall 
tcchnosplat visions. 

Because he's covered elsewhere in this handbook, I'll resist the tempta- 
tion to blather on about Argento and pass on instead to another man whose 
name has become synonymous with Italian horror. ..Signor Lucio Fulcl. It s 
a mark of just how red hot Fulci is when he IS hot (1979-83) that aficionados 
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hold him in such high regard, because against the several classics in this guy’s 
lengthy filmography must be stacked at least forty worthless turds. Fulci 
served a long apprenticeship as a hack director, grateful for any bone the 
Roman studio bosses would toss him (westerns, rock 'n' roll films, and 
unsexy, unfunny "sex comedies" were all grist to his mill). His long journey 
toward the cinema of the fantaslique was marked by a succession of in- 



creasingly lurid film titles such as PERVERSION STORY (actuaUy a pretty 
tame giallo); LIZARD IN A WOMAN'S SKIN (a pretty inept giallo made 
when they all had to have FOUR FLIES ON GREY VELVET soundalike 
titles); and (get this) DON'T TORTURE THE DUCKLING(!? !)^ 
with 1977's DON'T LOOK NOW (THE PSYCHIC/SETTE NOTE IN NERO), 
in which he revealed his flair for the gory set piece, that the old guy (well 
into his sixties by now) really hit pay dirt. The scene in which a won^n s face 
splits open after she has faUen off a cHff convinced producer 
Angelis that he had found the man to helm lus projected DAWN OF THE 
DEAD cash-in. Romero’s smash hit played as ZOMBI in Italy so it was no 
surprise that Fulci's effort came out as ZOMBI 2 (ZOMBIE m the S , 
ZOMBIE FLESH EATERS in Britain). Fulci took the dcadsters out ot the 
shopping mall and put them back in the Caribbean where they belong, uo 
not only out-splattered DAWN, which scant months earlier had been regarded 
as some kind of "last word in gore" (when Gianetto de Ros^ S® 

through a major artery, the blood flows like Niagara fuckin Falls an 
the skewering of Olga Karlatos’ eyeball on a splinter of wood owr tne roioi 
blade decapitation of Tom Savini’s box-top zombie any day of the weeKh ne 
managed lo make an altogether superior movie, dispensing entire y 
misfiring would-be social comment that quickly makes 
(If that last comment doesn't get them burning copies of 
HORROR HANDBOOK in the streets, Til eat my boxer shorts.) Andy , 



know ibiii I'lilcl once describcil ihe dull dciitb of John Motglicn in GATFS 
01- IlM 1. as a cry Ik- wanted to luiinch uniiinst a certain type of fascism, but 
11 .sine didn’t play tlial way on the screen. Fulci's uchlovcincnt willi ZOMUIE 
is all the more leinurkablo cinisuloring lhat he hud to make it on a budget 
that wiuildii'i pay off the cocaine bill on some major Hollywood productions. 
Notice how the /.otnbic coiiquistadore, who pops up to hilc lumps out of the 
gorgeous Aurettii Gay, only appears to he decoinposhig from llio iicek up- 
wards and how the same shot of hm McCullougli throwing a moloiov cock- 
tail Is repeated over and over again during the climiix, 

Impressive as it is. ZOMBIE is still basically a Romero tip-off; but over 
iho ncxl two yours, Fulci was to develop his own unique cinematic idcnlky 
while completing u /.ombic quartet with GATES OF HULL/CITY OF THE 
LIVING DEAD. niE BEYOND/SFVEN DOORS OF DEATH, and THE 
MOUSE BY TMH CEMETERY. Rambling, wayward storylines, jaw-dropping 
scenes of megavioJctice and the finest golhique atmosphere on a budget since 
the heyday of Mario Bava virere the hallmarks of this string of classics. As if 
to prove that the loosc-as-diarrhea narratives of the zombie movies were a 
stylistic device ratlier than a deficiency in technique. Fulci's next film, THE 
NEW YORK RlPPIrR (1982) was a light-as-a-drum, ultra-realistic slasher, 


THE BEYOND: Fuici's Zombie Masterpiece 

His orientation for this one was something along the lines of, "Fuck, this 
louma crane shit, violence is nasty and ugly and that's what I’m gonna rub 
in your face. How d'you like it now?" The quintessential "violence against 
women" picture, all prints of RIPPER were thrown out of Britain, where 
Fulci had racked up a record number of entries on the Director of Public 
Prosecutions' "video nasties" list. It was eventually released in America, 


where everyone hated it. To paraphrase Mike "Tyson, who states unapologeti- 
cally that he's "in the hurt business," Fulci was at this time "in the horror 
business," and he wasn't about to pussy around. Unfortunately, like a num- 
ber of his contemporaries, Fulci was businessman enough to move on to 
another business when the horror business wasn’t doing too well. The most 
frenetic genre hopper of them all, he came up with some intriguing movie 
hybrids when freezeframed on the generic cusp as one cycle gave way to 
another. MURDER ROCK features more flashdancing than eyeball trashmg; 
CONQUEST pits barbarian warriors agains living dead jelly babies; and so on, 
as Fulci drifted inexorably back into hack work, Punctuated by chron^ 
bouts of heart disease. His best film of this period is THE DEVIL S ITONbY 
(1986), an amusing 9 1/2 WEEKS clone which features "’^tu^ masturbation 
atop a speeding motorbike. Fulci returned to horror with A^NIGM A UVS Q. 
a disappointini mishmash of PHENOMENA, PROM NIGHT 2, PATRICK and 
THE MEDUSA TOUCH (when what his fans really wanted was an unad - 
ated slice of vintage Fulci, full throttle gothique Grand “"'J “P 

as piping hot as it was in his throat-ripping, bowel-barfing, head-dnihi^g 
heyday) and ZOMBIE 3 (1988), which had to J?'. , 

(NIGIiT OF THE ZOMBIES/ZOMBIE CREEPING FLEal) 

Fclcl-s health gave rtul again. The old rr/.” 

jects including ii sequel to his masterpiece THE BL c.,ivafi fy ace 

like to think that reunited with cinematographer Sergio ^ 

Gianetto de Rossi, composer Fabio Frizzi and the res , mention 

would still prove capable of opening a few peop e s ey , 
gouging a few out'. 
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Equally unpopular with Britain's Director of Public Prosecutions. 
Ruggero Deodato represents the realist wing of Italian honor filmniaking (he 
has served as assistant director to Roberto Rossellini) as opposed to the more 
faniasy-incUned Fulci. His HOUSE ON THE EDGE OF THE PARK (1980), 
the cinema's blackest essay in class conflict, teams psycho icons David Hess 
and John Morghen as low lifes picked up and humiliated by a bunch of bored 
yuppies seeking thrills. What they get is the vengeful duo beating, robbing, 
raping, razoring and pissing on them until the ill-advised, far-fetched twist 
ending. Strong stuff, for sure, but it was CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST (1979) 
that sealed Deodato 's notoriety. To understand CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST, 
you've got to understand the whole Mondo movie thing. Mondos are sen- 
sationalist documentaries depicting violent, erotic, or just plain oT bizane 
events going on in the far-flung comers of the globe. Gudtiero Jacopetti 
and Franco Prosperi set the pattern with MONDO CANE/A DOG'S LIFE, 
which was considered mortify^g on its release in 1961 but looks hilariously 
tame now (’highlights' include Rossana Brazzi having his shirt ripped off by 
enrpa ming female fans and native women throwing bananas at men in trees). 
Jacopetti and Prosperi were the first to exploit the fact that cruelty to 
animals is cheap, easy to arrange and never fails to get a strong reaction: 
subsequent Mondos were invariably stuffed with rampant animal abuse. 
There were accusations that with 1965's AFRICA ADDIO/AFRICA, BLOOD 
AND GUTS, Jacopetti and Prosperi went one crucial step further by arrang- 
ing the execution of some natives for the purposes of their shockumentary. 
Anyone who has been unfortunate enough to see a more recent Mondo, 
Angelo and Alfredo Castiglione's thoroughly repellent ADDIO ULTIMO 
VOMO, will be in little doubt that that kind of shit does happen. Deodato 's 
CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST casts a jaundiced eye over the way such films 
serve up cheap thrills under the guise of the Italian tradition of realist film- 
making, but ends up. by virtue of its sheer cleverness rather than in spite of 
it, indistinguishable from what it seeks to condemn. Rapacious honkies tor- 
ture, sexually abuse and murder the locals, all obsessively committed to 
celluloid, as is the revenge of the natives, who finally hunt down and eat their 
tormentors. Throughout, complex arguments about the validity of such 
material are batted aroimd; but what really sticks in the mind and the throat 
is the sheer repulsiveness of such imagery as a D.I.Y. abortion, a woman 
penetrated by a stake that exits through her mouth, and, of course, the 
inevitable maltreatment of animals. 

CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST is. undoubtedly, the best of the cannibal 
movies and inspired a string of inferior imitations. Umberto Lenris 
CANNIBAL FEROX (1981) dispenses with HOLOCAUSTS narrative com- 
plexities but doubles up on the violence, as an expedition of college kids out 
to prove that cannibalism doesn't exist (how dumb can you get!) falls foul 
of dick -chopping, tit-piercing, brain-eating hottentots. FEROX has come to 
overshadow Lenzi's equally gory (breasts sliced off and eaten, strips of flesh 
pulled off MeMe Lay's back and eaten, ritual tape with dildos soaked in 
cobra venom, crazy cultists piercing themselves with hooks so they can be 
hung up and used as human swing boats, etc.) EATEN ALIVE BY THE 
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('ANNIH/V1.S (1^80). pruhiilily duo lo llic sceuc-steiiliii>i iiiitics uf iniidca|) 
Juliii MoiglK'n ill iho former. Moigiieii also .starred In Aniunio Mai'Klioroti s 
CANNIHAI. AP()('Al.YI>SI-;/'nili ('ANNIHAl,S ARI! IN Tllli STRlvRTS 
(l^JXO), wliicli lias Iraumatised Viotiiuiii vcls turiiiiin caiiiiilwl in tlio streets ot 
(ioornlii. (Miunhci'ctl had direclod liio prolo-video nasties I'l-l'.SlI l*()K 
FRANKHNSTHIN/ANDY WARIIOI 'S FRANKl'iNSTFlN luul Rl.OOD FOR 
l)RA{'l)|.A/ANl)Y WARHOL'S DRACUl.A in iy73. tlioii«h hotli are usually 
miseroditod In Warlml acolyte Paul Morrissey). 

As foi Deodalo, lie Invoked llio spirit ol' Al-'RICA AUDIO loci well An 
his own Rood. ('ANNIHAL HOLOCAUST liecunio llio subject of a Ioiir- 
luiiiiinR obscuiilly trial. (Noii-llallan Rorchoiinds iniRlil well ho aina/.ed to 
Iciini liow strictly censored lliese ninis, iiitciulod priniarlly lor llio oxpoit 
miirkcl, arc In Ihcir cmiiUiy of oiigiii. This is. of course, the reason for the 
wluile Motido "docunicntiiry" scum in tin' llrsl place.) II was nmilly ac- 
(luiticd, llieii all iiriiits supposedly were destroyed in a mystoiious lire. Doo- 
diito's close ciiconnicr with a atrelcli in the slaimrici caused him to luiii away 
Ivoiii conrroiiUillomil lllniinakliiR and ho now ovoti claims lliai Ills pcisonal 
luvourllo iniioiiR Ids hack cataloRuo is Iho slckouhift LAST F'l-.FLIN(iS. hl.s 
coiilrihulloii to tlie imiwklsli ''lorinlnally ill children' cycle. Hits is a Rieal 
|illy. hccuuso you RCt Iho impression lliitl Deodalo. like l.ucio lulcl. ccjuld 
liiiii mil any riiimhcr of uical movies if lio was Just left In do what he does 


No such out clause for Joe D'Amato. known to his mom as Aristide 
Massaccesi and in the credits of liis various celluloid atrocities as Michael 
Wotruba. Peter Newton. David Hills. Steven Benson or Kevin Mancuso. de- 
pending on how the mood took him that day. D’Amato has been responable 
for bad fright films (e.g.. THE GRIM REAPER/ANTHROPHAGOUS 
BEAST ABSURD/ANTHROPHAGOUS 11). bad fuck films (e.g.. BLACK 
ORGASM BLACK SEX, HARD SENSATIONS. PORNO EROTIC LOVE. 
PORNO HOLOCAUST. SEXY EROTIC LOVE. SUPER CLIMAX. GREEDY 
MOUTH. TIGHT AND WET, INFERNAL ORG.^SM and THE PLEASURE 
SHOP ON THE CORNER, to name but a few) and even films that managed 
to be both things at the same time, EROTIC NIGHTS OF THE LIVING 
DEAD is a porno restaging of Fulci's ZOMBIE (just what the world needed, 
huh?) and who could forget the spectacle of Kieran Canter searching for 
his dead girlfriend’s G-spot in D'Amato's heartwarming (and heart-eating) 
BLUE HOLOCAUST? D'Amato liijacked the EMMANUELLE series, ele- 
vating Laura Gemser (Moira Chen) from nowhere to a position of obscurity 
with his BLACK EMANUELLE pictures. Eventually, he took the logical 
(to him) step of pitting EmanueUe against cannibals in EMANUELLE AND 
THE LAST CANNIBALS/TRAP THEM AND KILL THEM 0976). These 
genre crossovers spawned a whole stable of horror/pomo stars such as 
Gemser Annie BeUe. A1 Cliver (Pierluigi Conti), and George Eastman (Luigi 
Montefiore). Eastman's antics in the .\NTHROPHAGOUS films (gorging 
himself on an unborn foetus and eventually, in a spirit of 'top that, his 
own intestines) put them at the head of the video nasties list in Britain. 

Recently, D'Amato has made the Roger Corman-like transition frotn 
prolific director of low-budget programmers to producer of more polished 
stuff. Most notably, ho has been partially responsible for the feature debut 
of the next superstar of Italian horror. Michele Soavi. STAGE FRIGHT 
(1987) is the nonsensical but gripping tale of a serial murderer who 
dresses up in an owl costume to stalk a bevy of beautiful dancers (not to 
mention eternal victim Jolin Morglicn) around a locked theatre with chain- 
saw. drill and axe. Soavi started at the bottom and worked liis way up trom 
bit parts in such chunkblowers as GATES OF HELL (as Tommy, whose 
heavy petting session with Daniella Doria in the back of a 
interrupted when she starts barfing up her intestinal tract) and ABbl KU (.as 
a scooter riding kid who runs over George Eastman and is then ^ 

to assisting Aigento on TENEBRAE. PHENOMENA, and OPERA, riien 
making the documentary DARIO ARGENTO'S WORLD OF ' 

(1986). Last year, Soavi directed second unit on Terry Gilliam s I lib au- 
VENTURES OF BARON MUNCHAUSEN and was responsible for tying up 
so many ioosc ends on ihat troubled prodnction that GilUam has said, 
look at the film now and think half ol it is his. , 

Soavi’s new film, which started life as DEMONS 3 but mutated into fl fc 
CHURCH, is the one to watch out for. It was produced by Argen to, boas s 
music by Keith Ihuerson AND Goblin, showcases Sergio 
astonishing demon FX yet. and features John Morglicn as a priest (- , . 1 Jppy 
days are here again! The other biggie looming on the hon/.on is Aigcnto .m 


THEY TAMPERED WITH NATURE - NOW THEY MUST PAY THE PRICE... 



George Romero's first collaboration since DAWN OF THE DEAD, an Edgar 
Allan Poe (welcome to the public domain, Edgar Allan!) two-hander com- 
prising Argento's reading of "The Black Cal" and Romero's relocation of 
"Masque of the Red Death" to an A.LD.S.-ravaged future, in preproduction 
at the lime of writing. 

Unfortunately, the rest of the picture is not quite so rosy. Increasingly, 
Argento's DACFihn organisation has become the solo standard-bearer of 
Spaghetti horror as too many talented filmmakers take the soft option of 
churning out anonymous, anaemic pap for Italy's mushrooming cable TV 
channels, much of the blame resting on the shoulders of upstart media 
mogul Sylvlo Berlusconi. The story of Mario Bava's son L^bcrto is a 
particularly cautionary one. After serving as his father’s assistant for twelve 
years, he co-directed Bava Senior's swan song SHOCK (1977) due to the old 
guy's failing health and made Ids solo feature directing debut with 1980 s 
MACABRO, a minor black masterpiece in which several very crazy people 
are cooped up together in the same house. Dario Argento rescued him from 
a stint in hackland directing imitations of JAWS (DEVOURING WASTES) 
and FIRST BLX)OD (BLASTFIGHTER) to collaborate on the equally claus- 
trophic but substantially more splattery DEMONS (1985). Bava directed one 
more feature for Argento, the unambitious DEMONS 2, before settling for 
a life of take-the-money-and-run in the world of cheapjack Italian TV movies. 
GRAVEYARD DISTURBANCE, in which nothijjg happens for 45 (count 
’em) minutes and fuck-aO after that, is a disgrace to the family name; the 
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worst Italian Horror movie I have ever suffered through, bar none. But THE 
OGRE (1988) has got to take the biscuit for sheer gaO; it's an inept remake of 
Fulci's HOUSE BY THE CEMETERY, pitted with pointed (and pretty point- 
less) digs at Bava's former mentor, Argento. There’s a village idiot character 
named "Dario” and at one point Bava restages the underwater sequence from 
INFERNO, as if lo say, "anything you can do, I can do better.” Needless 
to say, the results are quite laughable and to generate any interest at all the 
film had to be released in Britain under the shameless counterfeit title 
DEMONS 3. 

Lamberto Bava, an easy-going, roly-poly kind of guy, is an obvious talent 
who needs regular kicks up the butt to produce anything like the work he is 
capable of. He's not going to get them from SyMo Berlusconi and it's a real 
pisser to see the guy who should be leading the pack lagging along at the back. 
Even harder to take has been the spectacle of up-and-coming talent getting 
sucked into the sterile world of safe, homogenised TV product. Just take a 
look at Marcello Avallone's SPECTERS in which yuppie archeologists (led 
by [Surprise! Surprise!] Donald Plcasence) take on Sergio Stivaletti’s barely 
glimpsed rubber ghouLies. It's kinda slick, but...y'know...Z-z-z-z-z. 
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Inevitably, a reaction has set in ajtainsl all this hlandness and a new 
wave represented bv the likes of (Jiaiifranco Gianni’s SPIDBR LABYRINTH,' 
IL MDO DFL RACNO; Andrea Mafori's I Vll, CLUTC'II (picked up by 
Troma for IhS. disttibutionl.iind a collaboration by Andrea Uoy and former 
Italian fanzines luminary Giovanni Arduino. MY LOVELY Bl'RNT 
BROTHER/MAD Bl OODY MOVIE, is about to break. These young Turks 
announce their intention as a return to splatter basics, stylish but hard-edged 
horror along classical Italian lines. All that remains to be seen is whether 
their movies live up to the rhetoric. 

Meamvliile, over on the Iberian Peninsula.., 

Jesus Franco is often depicted as Spain’s answer to Joe D'Ainato; like 
D'Amato he changed lus name (from Jesus Franco Maiicra) and uses about 
a million pseudonyms (e.g., A. M. Franck, Frank Mancra, Percy G. Parker. 
Frank Heilman and David Kuhne) and his output is roughly comparable to 
D'Amato's in terms of quantity and quality (i.e., "lots of it" and 'sliit"). 
Serious Franco students (these people actually exist, I know some of them) 
need the brains of a rocket scientist and the stubbornness of a mule to get 
to grips with the man's oeuvre; because in addition to the small matter of 
all those confusing pseudonyms, Franco has a habit of shooting his movies 
in three versions; standard, gory and hardcore with each version getting its 
own title. Franco has made films about mad surgeons, fiendish Orientals, 
prison camp wardens. Dr. Frankenstein. Dr. Mabuse, Jack the Ripper, .ind 
EmmanueUe. among others. Ail of these characters, as rendered by Franco, 
have one thing in common-their attitude towards womeii-who in Franco s 
movies have their breasts sliced off or used as pin cushions; their private parts 
ripped off and eaten; their eyes gouged out and eaten; and their tongues 
used as toilet paper. They are liunted down, HOUNDS OF ZAROFF style, 
sold to Arabs and raped by German Shepherds. Franco is a misogynist. 
That means he’s the kind of guy who's obsessed with women having their 
breasts used as pin cushions; their private parts torn off and eaten; etc. 
He benefitted no end in his cinematic pursuit of this obsession from the 
demise of ids namesake. The Generalissimo, and Ihe resulting relaxation o 
Spanish censorship. Franco's technique is crude beyond belief (he pioneered 
the "fade to black by zooming in on an actress's pubic bush shot) and 
who could forget the spectacle of At CUver holding his arm behind his back in 
CANNIBALS to signify that it had been cut off and eaten by the '“Uves- 
Bul the sheer overwhelming volume of his output (between 1968 and K1 
alone he cranked out sometlung in excess of 200 filmsi) makes Jesus Franco 
impossible lo ignore, much as you'd like to. 

If Franco is the Mr. Sleaze of Spanish horror. Paul Nuschy (given name 
Jacinto Molina) is the amiable buffoon. The ex-weiglilhttcr and startling 
John Belusi lookalike’s attempts to create a Spanish equivalent to the Haimner 
and Universal horror cycles (on a budget of about two pesetas per film) have 
to be seen to be believed, ranking among the most jaw droppingty. out-oi- 
wack celluloid offerings lo be found anywhere in the world. It s uupossible 
to come down loo hard on tliis cnid because Naschy's heart is so obviously 
in the right place and he goes about liis misguided task with such gieal gus o, 
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often suffering extreme physical discomfort to achieve the desired effect. 
In 1972's HUNCHBACK OF THE MORGUE, his finest hour. Naschy actually 
allowed himself to be bitten repeatedly by a pack of rats! He got his own 
back by setting fire to them (!) in the manner of a latterday Lon Chaney, 
Sr., though he is more often compared with Chaney, Jr. due to liis intermin- 
able series of movies concerning the exploits of tragic Wolfman Count 
Waldemar Daniiisky (beginning with 1967’s THE MARK OF THE WOLF- 
MAN/HELl.'S CREATURHS/FRANKENSTEIN'S BLOODY TERROR). As 
in the tail end of the Hammer cycle he admires so much, continuity and 
consistency count for nothing in Naschy's Daninsky films. Each one suggests 
a different origin for his lycanlhropy. which isn't necessarily brought on by 
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thf bile of i) werewolf, any monster will do and there is always a whole ranne 
tif ilicni on parade in any Naschy nim. In THI! WKRLWOl.1- AND Till' 
Yl Tl/NKJHT OF THF HOWI.INC Bl.AST (1<»75). Daninsky travels to Tibet 
and finds bikinis:Iad canniiial girls living in a Mlinalayan cave. Naturally, their 
bite turns him into a werewolf, which enables him to rescue his fellow ex- 
plorers from a gang of Tartar roughnecks. A particularly motli-caten Yeti 
turns up abonl thirty seconds from the end for a distinctly anti-climactic 
wrestling matcli. Tliis one ended up on the dreaded video nasty list in Britain 
bestausc the DPP took exception to the bandit loader's skin-care regime, 
whicli involves flaying young women and draping their [tides over his spotty 
fealiJ res. 

HUNCHBACK OF THH MORGUE, directed by Javier Aguirre (Naschy 
writes most of the movies he stars in hut lias directed only a handful) leaves 
out Daninsky for once, but throws in just about everything else bat the kit- 
chen sink to compensate for his absence. Naschy is Goto, the hunchback of 
the title, whose job is apparently to saw off the hands and feet of corpses in 
a German morgue. Kids throw stones at him in the street and doctors beat 
him up because he's a hunchback. When his girlfriend dies, he hides her in a 
cave. Rats turn up and bite lumps out of her. leading to the scene described 
above. A mad scientist promises Goto that he'll bring his girl back to life if 
Goto provides liim with body parts (and he's not fussy where they come 
from) for a monster he's building. Finally, the doctor places a severed head 
on top of a pile of guts in a tank and ...Hey, presto!. ..a monster Is born. 
Needless to say, it immediately starts a punch-iip with Goto and everyone 
falls into a Itandy-dandy vat of acid. A highlight of every Naschy filiii is the 
mandatory scene in which the diminutive horror icon peels off his roll-neck 
sweater and bares his barrel chest to the world, prior to bedding some exotic 
senorita or other. In HUNCHBACK OF THE MORGUE, ho also bares liis 
papier-maclie hump, though wisely this scene has been excised from most 
prints. Nascliy will play a host of monsters in the upcoming HOWL OF THE 
DEVIL, which on past form is going to be dumb as hell, but no way will it 
be dull. 

Jorge Grau deserves a mention for his THE LEGEND OF BLOOD 
CASTLE/CERF^MONIA SANGRIENTA (1972), another reworking of the 
hrszebeth Bathory legend and probably the most oppressive one yet; but 
mostly for his 1974 NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD cash-in THE LIVING 
DEAD AT THE MANCHESTER MORGUE (aka BREAKFAST AT THE 
MANCHESTER MORGUE, DON’T OPEN THE WINDOW and various 
otlicf titles). Once again, the Latin rip-off was better than the Romero 
original (yes, I know a lot of people won’t like me saying tliat but to quote 
Joe Bob Briggs, "this isn't communist Russia"). Grau's film derives much 
of its impact from the slieer weirdness of seeing undead strutters doing their 
flesh-eating thing amid scenic English locations, Giaiietto Do Rossi was on 
hand to keep tlie FX nioust and meaty and Ills future employer Lucio Fulci 
lifted the climax of HOUSE BY rHK CEMETERY from u tense scene in 
MANC Hl'.sri’R MORGUE wiiere (he heroes are trapped in a crypt by 
Cjuthrle the loony" and Ids deadhead playmates. Gran ex|)!:iiiis the whole 
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thing by means of ultrasonic osciDations which were intended to kill insect 
pests but excited primitive nervous systems like those of dead people and 
Shock X-Press editors. 

Although Amando de Ossorio has directed various other horror movies 
not to mention his non-genre outings, he will go down in history as the* 
creator of the "BHnd Dead" series, which chronicles the misdeeds of the 
Temulars. crusaders who came back from the Holy Land "worshipping 
Black Magic." To see how this led them to redefine their chivalric code, look 
no further than the pre-title sequence of TOMBS OF THE BLIND DEAD 
(1971); instead of them rescuing maidens, the maidens need rescuing from 
them! They ride into town, select the juiciest local nubiles, throw them 
across their saddles and ride back to the Templar clubhouse, where the girls 
are crucified and slashed by jousting knights, whose colleagues stand around 
with their arms folded, looking for all the world as though they're going to 
break into "Templar Rap." Instead, they dive in on the unfortunate victims' 
punctured titties and gulp down their blood. Unfortunately, we don't get 
to see party-pooping villagers stringing the Templars up and crows pecking 
out their eyes, but a present day historian tells the heroes all about it and 
confidently predicts that they'll be back. To nobody's great surprise and 
the delight of gorehounds everywhere, this is exactly what happens. Cen- 
turies of decomposition have left the Templars looking absolutely great; 
they're skeletons but they have tufty little beards growing out of their jaw 
bones and they ride tlieir skeletal horses in slow motion (to the accompa- 
niment of echoing hoofbeats, tolling bells and mumbling monks) looking for 
new blood. Because they're the Blind Dead, they rely on their super hearing 
to locate victims. After snuffing a couple of cuties who are reckless enough 
to wander into their cemetery, the Templars hijack a train and put aU the 
passengers to the sword (the shot of a babe-in-arms being soaked in blood 
as the ghouls go to work on his mom has been snipped out of many prints). 
That's it as far as plot is concerned and there are some slack passages, but 
these are mitigated by the chuckles to be had at the early '70*s fashions and 
hairstyles on display. DeOssorio thoughtfully tosses in a soft-focus flashback 
to schoolgirl lesbianism that is totally irrelevant but nonetheless welcome for 
that. 

RETURN OF THE EVIL DEAD (1973) rewrites Templars history. The 
boys are up to their old tricks in the introduction, but it's vengeful villagers 
with flaming torches that put their eyes out, rather than crows. In the 
present day, they put in an unannounced guest appearance at a festival 
marking the SOOlh anniversary of their execution, with predictably drastic 
consequences. Watch out for a show-stopping performance from the charis- 
matic Fernando Sanchez as the corrupt mayor. 1974 's GHOST GALLEON/ 
HORROR OF THE ZOMBIES has the Templars sailing around the world on 
the title craft, no prizes for guessing that they spend most of the picture 
chasing bikini-clad bimbos (who seem to be drawn to the ship as if by a mag- 
net) around the deck. They took to the sea so well that in NIGHT OF THE 
SEAGULLS (1975), they're living on the coast, holding bloody beach parties 
in honour of a weird Fish god. "Plot" pretty much as before. DeOssorio had 
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had it with the Blind Dead after NIGHT OF THE SEAGULLS, but devotees 
should look out for their cameo appearance in John (PLAGUE OF THE 
ZOMBIF^) Gilling's THE DEVIL'S CROSS (1975). Not to be left out, 
Jesus Franco also featured them in one of his obscure crud-fests. Easily the 
coolest ghouls on the Iberian Peninsula, the Templars are the only guys who 
can give Italian gut-crunchers a run for theii lire; let's hope they don't leave 
it another 500 years before saddling up those skeleton horses. 


And that’s Eurogore. ..or a very partial view of it. limited space and time 
prohibit me from covering the subject in anything like the depth it deserves 
(that would require several volumes). Hey, Eurogore aficionados probably 
hate me as much as the Romero fans do now for not paying enough attention 
to their particular heroes. (I wish I could have found space to talk about the 
great undiscovered Italian master, Guiseppe "Pupi" Avati, whose 1976 film 
LA CASA DALLE FINESTRE CHE RIDONO is incomparably stylish, 
thought-provoking and cruel. Ah well, he'll have to wait until another 
time.) 

One thing is sure about European honor...it works best when it refuses 
to coddle and reassure the viewer, insisting on confronting and disturbing 
him instead. The masters of Eurogore have been doing exactly that long 
before the David Cronenbergs and Clive Barkers of tliis world caught on and 
hopefully they'll keep on doing it for a long time to come. Without the 
Argentos, the Fulcis, the Soavis, or even the Francos and D'Amatos, horror 
would be a poorer genre. 
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Tobe Hooper, who will always 
be endeared by genre fans for THE 
TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE, 
an example of cinemallc terror in 
the raw (ami nowhere near as bloody 
as the braindead critics have pro- 
fessed), was bom in Austin, Texas, 
and raised in Texas and Louisiana. 

He spent his young years in a movie 
dieatre his father managed, weaned 
on celluloid. “My entire filmic 
vocabulary came from those days, 
before I'd even fanned a way to 
think,” he says. “It became a way of 
life, a way of looking at things.” He 
enjoyed action/adventures as well as 
the old Hammer flints. 

His first film was not CHAIN- 
SAW but EGGSHELLS, about a 
commune house toward the end of 
the Vietnam conflict. “There was a 
poltergeist in the house but it was 
treated subtly. II was an effects pic- 
ture where tlie EX got lost in the 

"I did have a sense 1 was doing 
something special, something 
that would be seen and make 
money." 

statement, so the film primarily 
played to art houses.” He believes 
it only got about fifty play dates. 
“It’s about, reality and Ihe end of 
the conflicl jlnill it was neillior iisli 
nor foul. CHAINSAW was a reaction 
to that picture, to wliy EGGSHELLS 
didn’t get any atleiUioii or go any- 
where.” 


He had no idea llie first CHAIN- 
SAW would become as successful as 
it has, “but 1 did have a sense 1 was 
doing something special, sometliing 
that would be seen and make money. 
That’s the criterion for your next 
picture.” His next picture was the 
wonderfully sleazy EATEN ALIVE 
with a great, bizarre pcrfomunce by 
Neville (THE MAD BOMBER) Brand 
as Llie mumbling., demented, scythe- 
wielding owner of a Bayou-based 
scum motel. “Tlie dialogue was all 
scripted.” Hooper recalls, “but I 
Uiink Ihis character] was a bit of 
both [our contribulions] . Neville 
was certainly there, that was the 
frame of mind he could work him- 
self into. He understood what he 
was doing exactly.” Another fine 
character actor, William (PHANTOM 
OF THE PARADISE) Finley, got to 
act crazy in tiie film, too, harking 
like a dog at Marilyn Bums (also 
from CHAINSAW), which didn't 
make a lot of sense in some of the 
released versions of flick. “He was 
comparing their rclationsliip as his 
being the dog in tlie situation, about 
how he was a one-eyed dog- He was 
crawling around on the floor looking 
for his imaginary eye.” [Laughs] 
Then came SALEM'S LOT. a 
beautifully atmospheric and bloody 
book by Stephen King which never 
should've been sold to TV. {George 
Romero was originally set to direct 
the theatrical version, perhaps the 
greatest film never imidc.) “There 
were extra scenes shot for Ihe Enro- 
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pean feature release,” Hooper ex- 
plains. “For instance, George 
Dzundza [had to] hold the shotgun 
twelve inches from Fred Willard’s 
face. I even had a twelve-inch ruler 
on the slate at the head of each shot 
to prove it. In the feature version 
George put the gun in Fred’s 
moutli.” 

Next up was FUNHOUSE, 
whose creature elicited cries of 
"more snot!” on the set, “Craig 



Reardon would apply the makeup 
and pump that gelatinous business 
through piping in the thing’s mouth. 
I remember one review criticizing 
the fact there was more snot than 
blood,” the director laughs. 

“In one version, less blood and 
more tapioca pudding was used 
and it was actually a little too 
sickening, so I shot another 
version." 

POLTERGEIST, produced by 
Steven Spielberg, had mucho FX. 
plus a scene involving maggots, in 
which a guy rips his face apart. The 
prostlietic head took around six 
weeks to makej it was shot in more 
than one version. “In one version, 
less blood and more tapioca pudding 
W.1S used and it was actually a little 
too sickening, so [ shot another 
version. That scene, in fact, took a 
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long time to shoot." There was 
also a scene that didn't wind up in 
the final film in which Jobeth 
Williams was raped by a ghost on 
the ceding. “She’s drying her hair 
and behind her [an] ectoplasmic 
stain on the wall, like a Rorschach 
pattern, begins to grow. It quickly 
spreads out like spider tendrils 
covering almost the entire back wall 
and ceiling. I had a big, pulsating 
rubber body of this hairy-like stain 
which stands out about two feet 
from the wall. Two special FX 
men were strapped inside it. Then 
the gimballed room was rolled over 
so Jobeth could slide up into this 
stain, but it just wasn’t in keeping 
with the rest of the picture. The 
scene used was a subUer one and it 
played much better.” 

He followed that film up with 
LIFE FORCE, the INVADERS 
FROM MARS remake and THE 


TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE. 
PT. 2 which, unfortunately, were 
not as well received by the fans or 
the critics. 


FILMOGRAPHY 

EGGSHELLS 
THE TEXAS CHAINSAW 
MASSACRE (1974) 

EATEN ALIVE/STARLIGHT 
SLAUGHTER/LEGEND OF 
THE BAYOU (1976) 
SALEM’S LOT (TV movie 1979) 
THE FUNHOUSE (1981) 
POLTERGEIST (1982) 

LIFE FORCE (1985) 

INVADERS FROM MARS (1986) 
THE TEXAS CHAINSAW 

MASSACRE, PART 2 (1986) 






BY CHAS. BALUN 


S BILLION YEARS AGO 
The Eaith Cools 

800 MILLION YEARS AGO 
Dinosaurs Appear 
1969 

Man Sets Foot on the Moon 
1985 

RH-ANIMATOR Opens 

In his very first at bat in the big 
leagues, Stuart Gordon homered.., 
and with the bases loaded, yet. He 
also delivered what was, perhaps, a 
gorohound's Ultimate Wet Dreani-a 
rowdy, no-holds-baired splatterfest 
with brains (and bails) to burn. 
RE- ANIMATOR ripped the lid off of 
the genre, redefined the rules of play 
and seduced even the most jaded 
audiences- It restored faith to the 
masses and gave hardened genre wags 
something to crow about. It made 
ya' proud. 
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RE -ANIMATOR combined the very best of both the old (mad doctors, 
miracle drugs. ?.ombies) and the new (guts, twisted sex, splatter and gutter- 
snipe humor). It proved a heady, intoxicating elixir that could jump start 
your brain just like Herbert West's glowing, chartreuse re-agent. It brought 
the comtemporary horror film back from the dead. 

FROM BEYOND, another li. P. Lovecraft adaptation, was a brave, color- 
ful and ambitious return to many of the motifs found in RE-ANIMATOR 
(sex-science-splatter), but continuity suffered from cuts ordered by the 
MPAA in order to secure an "R" (restricted) rating. The film was also 
plagued by an extremely rare genre malady; an overabundance of ideas. 
Many fascinating and compelling concepts were only given a shght, per- 
functory treatment; and it's no wonder, FROM BEYOND boasts enough 
material to fill three or four more films to bursting. 

DOLLS was a likeable, if slight and uneven, honor fable that was poorly 
promoted and indifferently distributed by Empire Pictures. Already caught 
up in their death throes. Empire was apparently unable to deal with the 
quirky and eclectic nature of that studio's most gifted director. 

Cordon toiled for a year on the sci-fi hardware film, ROBOJOX; but 
Empire was belly up by then and unable to secure financing for costly, post- 
production effects work. EventuaDy Trans-World took over and provided 
necessary funding to complete the picture. It has since been retitled ROBOT 
JOX and is scheduled to finally be released during the summer or fall of 
1989. 

Gordon also spent a year in pre-production on TEENIE-WEENIES, a 
whimsical kid's film for Walt Disney Studios(!), but was replaced before 
filming began. He still shares a story credit on the finished work, now di- 
rected by Joe Johnston and retitled HON, 1 SHRUNK THE KIDS. 

Other projects, including a voodoo film GRIS GRIS and two other Love- 
craft adaptations, LURKING FEAR and SHADOW OVER INNSMOUTH, had 
been announced but none had progressed beyond the pre-production phase. 
SHADOW OVER INNSMOUTH, one of Lovecraft's richest, most astounding 
stories, was adapted by long-time collaborator Dennis Paoli and was to show- 
case a plethora ot creatures designed by revered illustrator Berni Wrightson 
and executed by makeup icon Dick Smith, The scale of the film, including 
costly location shooting and extensive FX work, brought the projected bud- 
get up to S6-8 million before nervous distributors balked, then walked. A 
compromise budget was worked out, but Gordon felt the film would suffer 
irreparably from the cuts, so the project was regretfully abandoned, 

In the spring of 1989, Gordon began pre-production work on PIT AND 
THE PENDULUM, an upscale, $5 million remake of the classic Edgar Allan 
Poc story, to star Peter O'Toole, Sherilyn Fenn and Billy Dec Williams, The 
film will be shot on location at various European sites as well as on the sound- 
stages at Rome's famed De Paolis Studios, home to .such prestigious works as 
Sergio Leone's ONCE UPON A TIME IN AMERICA and, more recently. 
Dario Argento's OPERA. 

Before departing for Italy, Gordon offered a unique and privileged view 
of his filminakliig theories, liis attitude towards current genre trends and his 
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fascination with the bizarre, alien landscapes of H. P. Lovecraft. Also noted 
was the sequence trimmed from the unrated version of RE-ANIMATOR that 

went t-O-O far. Backstage with RE-ANIMATOR 



He begins by explaining his initial attraction to the works of H. P. 
Lovecraft and why he felt he had to "go further than any other film had 
gone." Amen,bro'. 

"Even though the film is incredibly gory, the autopsy scene was 
just too real. ..It was nauseating.. .really depressing." 

"Lovecraft was a tremendously rich mine of matenal,' Gordon says. 
"It had just been waiting for someone to open it up and unleash the demons. 
Lovecraft was always viewed as a dark and cynical author and I think our 
times have finally gotten to the point that he can at last be appreciated. 

Though Lovecraft's stories contained very few overt sexuai references 
and were generally male-dominated adventures, Gordon still felt that Love- 
craft offered the catalyst for the kinky sexual hijinks found in both R£- 
ANIMATOR and FROM BEYOND. "Lovecraft was not very explicit be^ 
cause he was approaching the material from an almost Victorian sensibility, 
Gordon explains. "He had to imply tilings, not state them directly. 
he had a tremendous amount of sexual imagery in liis stories. A lot of them 
deal with bizarre forms of sexual reproduction and inter-species sexuality- 
sex with aliens." 
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Besides an almost devout respect for the works of Lovecraft, Gordon also 
felt that RE-ANIMATOR offered him the opportunity to "go into some un- 
chartered territory. I’m much more interested doing movies that deal with 
amazing things,” he says. "I'm not really fired up about Jason or Freddy or 
films with just another psycho running around with a knife. 1 hke movies 
that surprise you, when you have no idea of what will happen next. I think 
in terms of what I'd really like to see. In preparation for RE-ANlMATOR, 

1 watched nearly every horror film made in the preceding two years and we 
decided we had to go further than any other film had gone if we were to get 
any attention at all." 

Gorehounds were knocked flat, with mouths agape, howling in the aisles 
during many of RE-ANIMATOR’s meatiest moments, including a bone- 
crunching autopsy sequence that even managed to trigger Gordon's gag 
reflex. Though RE-ANIMATOR was released in an unrated version, Gor- 
don insisted that this sequence be severely trimmed. He felt as though its 
innate grimness could only serve to undermine the capricious nature of the 
rest of the film because "there's fun gore and then there's stuff that's just 
too real." 

"i'm not really fired up about Jason or Freddy or films with just 
another psycho running around widi a knife. I like movies that 
surprise you, when you have no idea of what will happen next." 

"Doing the research, I met with pathologists who showed me, move for 
move, how an autopsy was done. The tools, how they're used, everything," 
Gordon relates. "So we shot the scene in incredibly graphic detail; it could've 
been a 'how to,' Julia Childs-style on removing a brain.” When Gordon 
found himself reaching for a barf bag every few moments, he decided that the 
sequence simply went on far too long. "Sitting and watching an autopsy- 
there's nothing about it that's fun; that sequence went on forever. Cracking 
open the skull, temoving the bone fragments, cutting the spinal cord. .it was 
nauseating. What we found out about that sequence was even though the 
film is incredibly gory, the autopsy scene was just too real and there was no 
fantasy to it. The movie started getting really depressing. 




BE ANIMATOR GivwGood 
Though gor>' and expUcit special effects figure prominenfh in most of 
Gordon's work, he is quick to caution about them becoming the raison d eir#- 
"There's too much emphasis on special effects these da>'S- You ne a • 
imaginative script and characters you can care about. The audience mu 
accept even the most basic simple effect if the)- like the story Ji 

the character. I remember ^tting sick to my stomach during BONNIt 
CLYDE when Gene Hackman is shot in the head. Another character a . 
'half his head is gone,' but they don't show you a damn thing; his 
the rest for you. The basic rule for F\ should be the simp r ^ j 
When some guy comes in with a cieatute that he sa>s can 
that you don't really need an actor. weU. 1 smile poUtely and show that per- 
son the door." , . ... 

Gordon also seems to harbor some regrets in regai o 
and cxlcaaiva sl.ia of FX used in FROM BEYOND. would « had 
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better movie if we kept it simpler. The whole movie could've been about a 
guy with a pineal gland growing out of his head. All that other stufT with 
Pretorious, you didn’t really need that. The reason RE-ANIMATOR works 
so well is that it’s really a simple idea; it's about a serum that brings the dead 
back to life. In FROM BEYOND, we expected the audience to accept a lot 
and looking back, it was the simplest ideas that proved the most effective.” 

”1 was pretty happy with DOLLS. I was really going for some- 
thing different. At the time it was being made, I don't think 
Empire really appreciated what was happening. They wanted 
something to follow RE-ANIMATOR, sometfiing hardcore; but 
what I wanted was a horrific fairy tale." 

FROM BEYOND was a modest success, but with DOLLS, Gordon faced 
both a distributor and an audience that seemed unwilling to meet him half 
way. "I was pretty happy with DOLLS. I was really going for something 
different. At the time it was being made, I don't think Empire really appre- 
ciated what was happening. They wanted something to follow RE-ANIMA- 
TOR, something hardcore' but want I wanted was a horrific fairy tale.” 
Gordon also cites the book. The Uses of Enchantment , as a major motiva- 
tor to what he was attempting to accomplish with DOLLS. "One of the 
points the author kept making was in dealing with people who thought 
fairy tales were too scary for children, too violent and far too frightening." 
Gordon remembers. "His point, though, was YES they're scary and YES 
they're supposed to be. He felt that fairy tales are a way of teaching kids 
that YES the world is a scary place; but if you're brave and good and don't 
give up, you can succeed." 

Sure, the place can get mighty scary sometimes, but we can always seek 
shelter from the storm in some Brave New World created by a gifted, 
visionary director, especially one whose passion for the craft is equal to ours. 

Stuart Gordon; Filmmaker. 

Shine on, you crazy diamond. 
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He hjs made ever>thing from 
fimil>' films to porno, with some box 
office ans^tes along the way. First 
came the infamous l_\ST HOtSE 
ON THE LEFT, which wfll always 
hoW up as a classic of raw terror and 
revenge, there's no way yoo can sit 
throu^ it emoti«ilesiy. After 
making some documentaries. 
Cunningham teamed up with his 
editor friend Wes Craven and leath- 
er they made horror history'. "I 
went to one move [at the time) and 
there were someitog like ^40 
peoj^ dead Jlau^s) . but it warn t 
realfistic vkdencej s«-s Cunning- 
h»n. "As a premse, I felt if you 
ever saw somebody die and they 
really fuck them around, that would 
be awfull" It was brought in for 
under S 100.000. 

A friaid of his was putting 
loeether a hard-core feature entitled 
Tra CASE OF THE FULL MOON 
MURDERS aird he called on 
Cuimii^um to help him produce it. 
Ifc’hen the buddy went broke, be 
wound up holding the negative. “I 
tried frantically to recut it into some- 
thing releasable (first as an X. then 
an R) . It was reaSy a comedy, and 
i>ot anythii^ I had wy desire to 
pursue." 

Not wanting to “spend the rest 
of my life running around killing 
teenagers." he next made the pre- 
pubescent baseball comedy HFRE 
COMES THE TIGERS "It was one 
of those situattons were a guy said to 
me. *Can you make a film like THE 


BAD NEW’S BE.\RS?’ And I said. 
*Sure, I can do anything!' [Lai^u] 

He said. 'But can you make it now?' 
and three weeks later we had a 
script and were ^rooting." 

When conadering titles for 
TIGERS (it was oripnalh' called 
MAN'NT'’S ORPH.ANS), the fOm- 
maker came up with three very- 
simple (yet very pro^rous] words. 
"■Stiddenh-. this Aot^t came to iT>e 
that. shit, if I had a thing caQed 
FRIDAY THE 13TH. I couH sdl 
that!” Which he did, by taknig out 
big ads in the movie trade p^>eTS. 
Everyoire m the bi* wanted it and 
he didn't haw a script yet! He 
scrambled iioui>d and, on the 
strength of his name and LAST 
HOL'SE, ciutcldy raised half a nulhoo. 

"Where I used to get every 
teenager who v«s to be killed, 
now every time they had a teen 
who had no breins and wanted 
to get drunk or laid, I got 
called!" 

"Before FRIDAY, there hadn’t been 
a film of that kind dial was sacc^- 
ful:ii'd ah»aysbeen limited to grind- 
hotKes and driw^ns." The result has 
spawired. to date, sewn sequels and 
tens of miliioos in revenue, along 
with counties inferioi snitations. 

Next cante psychclojBC.d .'«s 
pense with the great chawter actor 
Rip Tom in A STRANGER IS 
watching, in which a psycho 


holds a woman and chfld at bay in 
the sewers under the ground. “We 
had all kinds of sound problems 
down there and sometimes it'd get 
up to 120 degrees in there. You 
never knew what you were gonna 
find down there and in the air was 
dust and asbestos. It was awful!” 

Much better for him was 
SPRING BREAK, the college beer 
and breasts comedy, which also made 
millions. Again, he liked the change. 
“If there was a bunch of teenagers 
and some way to kill them, 1 was the 
first to get the script. I didn’t want 
to be doing that diit!” Again, this 
new title entered his mind and 
Columbia Pictures bou^t it without 
a script. They zoomed over to 
Florida and started filming, writing 
at night. It was a hit. “Where I 
used to get every teenager who was 
to be killed, now every time they had 
a teen who had no brains and wanted 
to get drunk or laid, I got called!” 

The notion of “WALKING 
TALL in high school” resulted in 
THE NEW KIDS, a semi-limp revenge 
flick starring excellent young charac- 
ter actor James Spader. The studio 
really pushed him into it. “My 
heart was jut not in it. I gave it every- 
thing I had, but it just wasn’t a movie 
I wanted to make.” He was into 
HOUSE, riiough, which was a won- 
derful, eclectic bag of surprises. It 
would seem he wasn’t all there for 
this year’s DEEP STAR SIX, though, 
a waterlogged ALIEN clone. 

Here’s hoping Cunningham’s 
next one is another hit. He certainly 
has the talent for it. 


FILMOGRAPHY 

TOGETHER (1971) 

LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT 
(Producer, 1973) 

CASE OF THE FULL MOON 
MURDERS/CASE OF THE 
SMaiNG STIFFS/SEX ON 
THE GROOVE TUBE 
(Co-director widi Brad Talbot, 
1974) 

HERE COME THE TIGERS/ 

MANNY'S ORPHANS (1979) 
FRIDAY THE 13TH (1980) 

A STRANGER IS WATCHING 
(1982) 

SPRING BREAK (1983) 

THE NEW KIDS (1985) 

House (Producer, 1986) 

HOUSE 2; THE SECOND STORY 
(Producer, 1987) 

DEEP STAR SIX (1989) 
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The Third World 
Cannibal Films 


STEVE BISSETTE 

A lenmrkable cycle of horror films emerged out of Italy in the 1970's. 
Set in the jungles of Malaysia, the Amazon Basin or the isle of Now Guinea, 
these relentlessly nihilistic and graphically violent films transformed a very 
specific adventure lilni formula into one of the horror genre's most extreme 
oftshoots--thc 'Third World cannibal' cycle. While cannibalism had been an 
element (though not an acceptable element') of the genre since the coming 
of sound. George Romero's NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD (1968) had 
broken the taboo against actually showing the act with such deliberate iiban- 
don (and commercial success) that graphic sequences of gory flesh-eating 
soon became de ligueur. However, NIGHT (and nearly all its successors, in- 
cluding, arguably, Tobe Hooper's THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE. 
2974) distanced their graphic horrors via their fantasy elements. The Third 
World cannibal films upped the stakes by attempting to lend their narratives 
a documentary, 'yon-are-tliere' sense of realism. Tiieir minlmaUst adventure- 
cum-horrot stories are unabashed, racist faiitasies, but they are presented with 
grubby immediacy and usually escliew any overt horror-fantasy elements 
(i.e., the walking dead, magic, etc.). The cycle began with Umberto Laiui's 
EL FALSE DHL SESSO SHI.VACGIO/MAN FROM DEliP RIVER (19?:) 
and lasted for little more titan a decade. A sequence that lasted scant minutes 
m Lcti/.l's film expanded into a plethora of depravity and gore; dismember- 
mem. decapitation, castration (the cycle cannot be accused of misogyny 
given its procession of close-up penis whacking), iibovilon, lajw. etc. The 
litlc.s arc ominou.s: CANNIBAL HOIOCAUST. TR.\P rm-M .\ND KILL 
I'HHM. make: THHM Dili SLOWl.Y. Wliat drove Italian directors like Len/i 
and Ruggero Deodulo (the reptchonsibie maestro of the snb-genre) into the 
jungles to make these fllinsV 
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TIk' key to uiiderstamlin^ the Italian I'hliil World caiinilnil oyclo is in un- 
raveling llieir sources. ..where they came from, lltoiigli these niins are nil- 
deniahly sadistic and lopulsivc. they are an imporluiu facet of llie lioiror 
film's liistory. 

'I'he Italian cinema certainly cxidoited tliu association willi Ttiird World 
countries to llie fiiilest. tliougli even tlie most extreme of tlie llaiiaii Tliird 
World caimihul epics were firmly rooted in tlie Hritisii and Ainericiiii oxplora- 
tion/iidventnre genre of litcraltiie and filni. It is a tradltUni tinil hegan with 
llie puhlicatioii of the sensational newspaper reports. journaLs and flulo- 
biographies (usually emhellislied considerably for dramatic impact) that docu- 
mented llie exploiatioii of 'tlie dark continents" ot Africa. South Ainericu 
and Malaysia, lixolic and dangerous locales, fiiuna and peoples wore ossenlial 
ingredients and cainilbals (mythical and genuine) were most terrible and 
[Inilliiig of all. Ulven the prevalent notions of 'wliile man’s .supioinacy, 
religion ami colonialism, these thrilling accounl.s ol exploration usually in- 
volved exlrenic siibiugutloii and exploitation of the native liibal people aiul 
tlie wildlife, Reading llicse accounis today. It is dlf'ncull to ignore or excuse 
tlic rumpaiii iiirogancc. racism and desiruclioii these 'noble adventurers In- 
dulged in nsa muttcnifcouisc, _ 

As wc shall see, very little has changed, l-'rom the '(Joomi Goona lilms 
to the Italian 'I'hhd World camiihal films ami tlieii vcstigal cxionsions (Jolni 
Minus’ l■■ARl•'.Wl•l,t. TO Tllli KING and (he oiirrcnl version ol ROBIN, SON 
CRUSOli), llie racisl ulliUules implicit (iiiul too oflon explicit) in the gomo 


Two nims were icleuaed in llie pre-Bteen ceiisorsliiii climate ol and 
cacli laid licdrock as precursors to Iho Tlihd World cannibal 
a lavish Hollywood iidvenlnic epic. MCM's classic TARZAN 
The other 1^.12 leleusc was a hnid little indeiiendciil eiirlo eiiKlIed GOUMA 
GOONA, It lent its iiumo to an eullto geino of junglo movies that aie more 
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mportiiit to the Thiid World cuinibil films then any of the Taian fitois and 
tthimitely CTohred into shockumentarics' like MONIX) CANE (1961 1 

'V’hile TARZAN THE APE MAN boasted some pretty savage pygmies its 
second secpiel THE CAPTL’RE OF TARZAN/TARZAN ESCAPES (1935) 
foreshadowed the more terrifying elements of the 'Goona Goona' and the 
Third World cannibal films. As originally written by Cyril Hume and ditected 
by James McKay, the film had some incredibly gruesome highlights: giant 
s'ampire bats, man-eatuig lizards and Tarzan disposing of the especially mean- 
spinted villain in a decidedly grisly manner. 

Ironically, it was director John Farrow (who had been hired and fired in 
THE CASTRATION OF...uh. THE CAPTURE OF TARZAN revamp pro- 
cess) who crafted one of Hollywood's gravest jungle adventures, FIVE CAME 
B.ACK (1939). The story strips its tale of survival to the bare essentials; an 
airplane carrying eleven passengers -including a bounty hunter la\^-man (John 
Carradine) and a South American revolutionary (Joseph Calleia) in his cus- 
tody. a gangster's young boy. a woman of dubious virtue (Lucille Ball) and an 
elderly professor (C- .Aubrey Smith) and his wife-crashland in the Andes 
jungle. As they struggle to repair the damage to the plane and escape, a tribe 
of headhunters (whom we never see) threaten. The plane is repaired, but can 
now only cany five of the eleven passengers. At this point, screenwriters 
Dalton Trumbo and Nathanael West lend the story a socialist flavor, as the 
revolutionary criminal reveals himself to be selflessly brave and pragmatic; 
he takes the only remaining handgun and chooses who is to go and who is to 
stay and die. 

Carradine is killed (offscreen) by the headhunters as is the likeable gang- 
ster who acts as the boy's guardian. Once the old couple choose to stay be- 
hind with Calleia, his decision is made: the weak-willed, spoiled playboy 
(Kent Taylor) will stay behind with them. Playboy Taylor makes a desperate 
attempt to wrest the gun away from Calleia and is accidentally shot and killed 
in the struggle. With only two bullets left, the professor embraces his wife 
(who has no knowledge of the pact) and nods at Calleia. who kills them both 
as the plane lifts off from the makeshift runway. Calleia waits alone for the 
headhunters to come for him. 

Running a taut 75 minutes. FIVE CAME BACK is still a surprisingly 
intense viewing experience. The suicide pact of the film’s climax is most un- 
usual, as the Breen office strictly forbade any sympathetic depiction of 
suicide. The situation and tension Farrow builds certainly presents suicide 
being preferable to being captured and tortured by headhunters. It is an al- 
ternative denied Calleia, who we have come to understand and admire. 
Coming on the heels of the justifiable shooting of the old couple, his terrify- 
ing fate lends the climax a memorable double stinger. Farrow remade the 
film himself as BACK FROM ETERNITY (1956), a stagey, studio-bound 
reworking of the same story lliat isn’t as tightly constructed as the original 
but still packs a punch . 

With FIVE CAME BACK and BACK FROM ETERNITY, John Farrow 
defined the narrow formula most of the Italian Third World cannibal films 
would rigorously follow. Ail the essential ingredients of the gritty life-or- 
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dealh survivalist nairiHve are found here. For all intmt, . a 
Farrow created the blueprint for the Third World caimibal cycle 

Italian filmmakers fleshed out the formula with ' -r- r 

plicit) depictions of the savage tribes .07“^* Mdru bT '“V" 
hfted the survivalist storyline out the realm of the adventure fc^and into^he 
province of the horror film. The vita] step between Farrow's a 

the cycle itself required a permissiveness and callousness that would aC 
and indeed revel in the graphic presentation of the horrors Farrow n“eS 
ly chose to keep offscreen. r-^irow necessan- 

That step came out of the fringe popularity of the 'Goona Goona' 
tilnis and the mass popularity of then descendants, the Hondo films 

i*s ”™e to its genie, but it was not the 
first or Its kind. The most successful (and notorious) was INGAGI (1930) 
which added faked animal footage to its patchwork of genuine African film 
stock, along with a topless 'virgin sacrifice' to a phony gorilla and an incredi- 
bly sensationalistic ad campaign. The combination of exotic thrills, implied 
bestiality, titillating nudity and crass showmanship makes INGAGI the 
seminal Goona Goona' adventure. The controversy created by INGAGI's 
falsified footage brought the scientific and legal community down on the 
film, along with state and community censors provoked by the nudity and 
bestiaUty. Despite legal costs and settlement fees, the film earned over $4 
million at the boxoffice. 

ECCO 


GEORGE SANDERS TECHNICOLOH liOMA ind WIDE SCREEN . r,.^. 


GOONA GOONA appeared on [NGAGl's heels, a typical independently 
produced and distributed blend of genuine footage presenting exotic tribes 
and jungle wildlife, with a loosely-constructed and cheaply filmed action 
melodrama tacked on, Spiced with the already obligatory nudity and sen- 
sationalistic campaign, First Division Pictures was able to turn this curiosity 
into an incredibly profitable film. It was archaic even by 1932 standards 
(reportedly shot silent, with synchronized sound effects and music), but its 
promise of exotic thrills and forbidden pleasures that the Hollywood’ studios 
wouldn't touch gave GOONA GOONA its edge in the marketplace. By the 
mid-1930's. the film industry tradesmen began to refer to these films as 
'Goona Goona pictures'; thus, the bastard genre it belonged to assumed its 
name, earning this tacky little curio a place in film history. 

One of the most shocking sequences in the 'Goona Goona' films appear- 
ed in SAVAGE GOLD (1933), produced and filmed in Equador by 
Commander George M. Dyott. Critics at the time of its release considered it 
the best of the 'Goona Goona', and those lucky enough to see it today seem 
to agree. Among its many shocking moments is explicit documentation of 
the process verbally described in harrowing detaU in John Farrow's later 


FIVE CAME BACK: 

"...[SAVAGE gold's] most startling sequence shows the villainous 
Medicine Man shrinking a human head-beginning with the careful 
removal of the skull, the curing of the skin, the shrinking process utiliz- 
ing hot gravel and sand, and at last the intricate molding of the features." 
(Turner and Price. Forgotten Horrors, pg. 98) 

This presentation of genuine 'atrocity footage* in its original jungle setting is 
arguably the first of its kind in a motion picture feature released theatrically 
...the true beginning of the Third World cannibal film legacy. 

Later 'Goona Goona' include VOODOO (1933). UNCIVILIZED (1937), 
BOOLOO (1938), DARK RAPTURE (1938), WILD RAPTURE (1950), 
JUNGLE HEADHUNTERS (1951). KARAMOJA (1954) and CANNIBAL 
ISLAND (1956). 

CANNIBAL ISLAND also appears to be the first 'Goona Goona to show 
actual footage of cannibalism, though, again, the act itself is not shown. The 
scene lasts but a few seconds. We see limbs-arms. hands and legs-cooking in 
open fires, accompanied by shots of the frenzied dancing nafives. Though 
crudely filmed, this passage must have packed quite a punch in 1956, how- 
ever genuine, it is a pale precursor of the graphic extremes to come. 

The shock value inherent in the taboo of flesh^jating was also being 
exploited in the respectable mainstream theatres. Tennessee Willmms and 
Gore Vidal’s screenplay for Columbia's production of SUDDENLY, 
SUMMER (1959) expanded Williams' 1957 one-act play of the same mto 
a talkative, stage-bound and uneven, but nevertheless puwer u . 
event, with a major studio producer (Sam Spiegel) and direc or ( P ’ 
Mankicwicz, dlreitor of ALL ABOUT 1!VE, 1950) gu.d.ng a 
cast: Blizabeth Taylor. Katharine Hepburn L 

harrowing finale. Catherine (TayluO. under the innuenec 
lot administers and his psyclioanalytic probings, tells . • 
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fHepbum's son) was a homosexual (though the word is never spoken), using 
Catherine to lure the attractive. impoverished boys ofCabezade Lobo to him 
for sexual favors. Eventually, however, the mob of hungry scavengers began 
to follow him everywhere. Frightened and eager to leave, Catherine and 
Sebastian have their final meal on the island at an outdoor restaurant, where 
the mob of dark-skinned, half-naked children accost them. Sebastian flees 
and they chase him to the ruins of an ancient temple at the top of a hill, 
clanging out music with sharp-edged, hand-made cymbals. Catherine watches 
helplessly as the hungry mob of youths swarm over him, cut him to pieces 
with their instruments and partially devour him. 

Though not a horror film per se, the finale of SUDDENLY, LAST 
SU.MMER is horrilying; its climactic revelation, shown in stylized flashback, 
is filmed with more immediacy and visceral impact than any of the film's 
prior sequences. 

SUDDENLY, LAST SUMMER'S climax certainly exploited the cannibal 
theme for its shock value, as well as legitimizing the basic 'Third World 
vengeance on white man’s exploitation' theme that is central to the Third 
World cannibal cycle, particularly CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST. Producer 
Sam Spiegel summed the message up succinctly saying, "It shows that you 
can't abuse and devour people without being abused and devoured by them." 
(Sinclair, Ibid , pg. 90). 

Cornel Wilde's THE NAKED PREY (1966) stripped the conventions of 
the HoUywood jungle adventure down to the essentials and crafted a suspense- 
ful survivalist parable that was also the toughest of the 1960's mainstream 
jui^e films. With minimal dialogue, Wilde's retelling of THE MOST DAN- 
GEROUS GAME in African trappings is blunt, direct and exciting. Wilde 
uses brutal animal footage to enhance the gritty reality of the proceedings, 
a device that had become more prevalent in the 60 s. 

Though the streamlined Tarzan series survived into the 1960's, the jungle 
adventure genre had faded by the end of the decade. Undone by its colonial 
and racist undercurrents, unfashionable and distasteful in a decade character- 
ized by revolution, riot and social reform, African jungles and the Third 
World no longer evoked exoticism and adventure. AFRICA ADDIO (see 
below) drove the last naUs into the coffin and the genre was soon relegated to 
the independent and exploitation field, where low budgets kept its existence 
marginal at best. 

With the jungle film a lifeless anachronism, it took one of the brutal 
adult westerns of the period to kick off the cannibal cycle. Richard Sara- 
fian's A MAN CALLED HORSE (1970) was the catalyst, the story of 
English Lord (Richard Harris) who is captured by the Sioux. At first tied like 
a dog and humiliated by the Indians, Harris is gradually accepted by them and 
initiated into the tribe via the Sun Vow initiation ceremony, wherein Harris 
is suspended in the air by ropes and hooks driven through his chest pectoral 
muscles. This grisly centerpiece of the film was also the key image in its ad- 
vertising campaign and the springboard for a series of macho sadomasochis- 
tic westerns starring Harris. urMJcr 

It was the international boxoffice success of A MAN CALLED HORSI'. 
that resulted in the birth of the cannibal films. Just two years later. Umberto 



Lenzi told essentially the same story (with an unspectacular variation on the 
grueling rites-of-acceptance via the Sun ceremony) transposed to the jungles 
of Malaysia. The reinvigorated 'white ruler’ jungle fantasy of EL PAESE DEL 
SESSO SELVAGGIO/MAN FROM DEEP RIVER (1972) officiaUy opened 
the Italian Tliird World cannibal grossout sweepstakes. 


AFRICA AFLAME-THB BOOK OF 
THE SENSATIONAL DOCUMENTARY FILM 
BY THE MAKERS OF “MONDO CANE" 

Gualtiero Jacopetti and Franco Prosper! 
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For better or worse. Unzi s gory jungle adventure was the prototype for 
the cycle, though the first genuine Third World cannibal Film emerged from 
the Third World countries. Brazilian director Nelson Pereira Dos Santos' 
COMO ERA GOSTOSO 0 MEU FRANCES/HOW TASTY WAS MY LITTLE 
FRENCHMAN ( 197J ) told the story of a sixteenth-century French explorer 
who communes with an Amazonian tribe, stripping off his clothes and 
joining in their primitive tribal life to the best of his abilities, though his 
European heritage undoes him. The tribe finally fulfills his fondest wish by 
'integrating’ him-they devour him- 

The cycle also grew out of the prior decade's MONDO movie craze, 
spearheaded and prolonged by the Italian film industry. Rising out of the 
ashes of the 'Goona Goona’ films and incorporating their most exotic and 
depraved elements, the MONDO films flourished, appealing to their audi- 
ences' lowest common denominator and earning millions of dollars worldwide. 
CompeUing, fascinating, infuriating, nauseating, and stupefyingly tedious by 
turns, Gualticro Jacopetti's and Franco Prosperi's MONDO CANE (1961) 
singiehandedly created the genre, provoking international boxoffice and 
outrage upon its release, 

MONDO cane's successors came hot and heavy from every cornet of 
the exploitation arena. Jacopetti and Prosper! cobbled together WOMEN OF 
THE WORLD (1963) from unused MONDO CANE footage with Peter 
Ustinov narration added, and lent their names to the inferior MONDO 
PAZZO (1965). There were many variations; MONDO BALORDO, SLAVE 
TRADE IN THE WORLD TODAY, TABOOS OF THE WORLD, MALA- 
MONDO. ECCO, SADISMO, MACABRO, MONDO BIZARRO, AFRICA 
SEXY, AFRICA UNCENSORED. AFRICANUS SEXUALIS, and so on, 
right on to the recent FACES OF DEATH triology. 

Of the entire genre, only three of the MONDO spawn are tmly relevant 
here: the Academy Award-wiiming THE SKY ABOVE, THE MUD BELOW 
(1961), a legitimate documentary that found its audience in the wake o 
MONDO CANE; Jacopetti and Prosperi's intense and controversial AFRICA 
ADDIO/AFRICA BLOOD AND GUTS (1966); and Paolo Cavara s fictional 
expose of a MONDO filmmaker, THE WILD EYE (1967/68). All three in- 
form the Third World cannibal cycle as a whole and Ruggero Deodato s 
CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST (1979) in particular. 

Though showman Joseph E. Levine successfuUy 
ABOVE, THE MUD BELOW as a 'shockumentary m the wake of MO 
CANE, director Pierre-Dominique Gaisseau crafted “ J"hron- 

thralling documentary adventure. Filmed in 1959 an ',iv niiexolored 

ides a French/BelBim/Dutch expedition into the 
teglons of New Guinea. Its anttaopology may be 
and it refuses to dwell upon the grotesque and f ‘ ^ 

ture. Though these people are headhunters and camubals 
humanity and customs is rigorously ^ 

to the MONDO films. It is the letter part of the “P 
adventure turns into a lest of endurance that com 

Illness, Insects and leeches take their toll before the film reaches 
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elusion. It is this milieu and the introductory aerial views of the New Guinea 
jungles that became staple Ingredients of the cannibal fiction films. 

Jacopetti and Prosperi's AFRICA ADDIO (GOODBYE, AFRICA) was. in 
its original. 126-minute version, a political powderkeg. Charles Kilgore pro- 
perly refers to it as "the Mob v Dick of the mondo genre" (Ecco No. 1, 
Jan. /Feb., 1988, pg. 5), though it is difficult to assess today. Too volatile and 
brutal for mainstream distribution, AFRICA ADDIO opened to face inter- 
national scandal and legal charges leveled against the filmmakers, controversy 
that proved difficult to exploit given the gravity of the charges and the film's 
subject matter (and its length). It played briefly in America, only to dis- 
appear and eventually be acquired by Cinemation producer Jerry Gross, who 
trimmed almost an hour of footage (retaining only the most gruesome se- 
quences, now shorn of their context) and rereleased it in 1972 on the exploi- 
tation circuit as AFRICA BLOOD AND GUTS. Unfortunately, this trun- 
cated version is the only one currently available. 

Jacopetti, Prosper! and their crew reportedly spent three years in Africa; 
their original intent was to produce another MONDO film, but when 
revolution and civil war broke out in 1963 and 1964, their cynical 'shocku- 
mentary' became deadly serious. Being the only Western journalists and 
cinematographers to film much of the violence that was ripping across the 
Dark Continent and successfully bring that film out of the country, AFRICA 
ADDIO became a legitimate, if vicious, document of events most of the 
Western world was unaware of. 



Indeed, AFRICA ADDIO proved too potent and horrifically graphic for 
most audiences, but the controversy began before the film was even released. 
Journalist Carlo Cregoretti claimed to have witnessed Jacopetti and crew par- 
ticipate in the execution of three young boys during an attack on Boende and 
his accusations were printed as a lengthy article in the December 20th, 1964 
issue of L'Espresso. Jacopetti publicly denied the accusation and offered the 
fact (later substantiated by African authoritiesj that they had saved the lives 
of at least four people at great risk to their own safety, Special interest 
groups and African embassies tried to prevent the film 's release, while bomb 
threats and riots accompanied its premieres inside and outside of Italy. 

Harrowing as AFRICA AUDIO (and its crudely abridged version 
AFRICA BLOOD AND GUTS) may be, the accusations and controversy that 
surrounded its making and final release remain its legacy. The notoriety 
attached to Jacopetti, Prosper! and their film overshadows what may be 
their finest and most daring accomplishment as filmmakers, 

Paolo Cavara's THK WILD EYE clearly based its story upon the AFRICA 
ADDIO controversy and the suspicion focused on the sensationaltstic school 
of journalism it (and the MONDO genre) characterized. 

In regards to Deodato's CANNIBAL IIOLOCAU.ST, these three films 
from the 1960's provide all its essential elemerrts. THE SKY ABOVE. THE 
MUD BELOW vividly presents the setting and milieu. AFRICA ADDKlSs 
relentless vocabulary of violence and the attendant controversy over Jacopctij 
and his crew's possible participation in (and manipulation of) the all-tuo-rcal 
carnage, animal and human, provides the catalytic subtext and documentary 
format (falsified by Dcodato) for CANNIBAL HOLO( AUST. Cavara sTI . 
WILD EYE is Deodato's fictional prototype, not only m its prcoccupatiotj 
with damning Jacopetti and company through the vehicle of its central 
character, but also in doing so with such vehemence and violence that one 
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Questions the intent and integrity of the film’s supposed message. In the 
review quoted above, critic Richard F. Shepard added: In preaclung the 
iniouities of pandering to the starved savagery of the viewing public, the 

p^Clces wha. i. praachaa," Ditto wift CANWBAL HOLOCAUST. 

The first of the Italian cannibal films was EL PAESE DEL SESSO 
SELVAGGIO/MONDO CANNIBALE/MAN FROM DEEP RIVER (1972) 
and it actually featutes only a brief sequence of cannibalism. It did, however, 
defme the ambience the Third World cycle would embrace, as well as intro- 
docc the actor (Ivan Rassimov), actress (Me Me Ul, Lay in some sources) 

and diieclot (Umberto Unzi) most associated with the gente. 

man from deep river is a competent, though hardly lousmg, adven- 
ture film With the story and perfoimances (especially former TV personality 
Me Me Lai whose exotic beauty compensates for hei insipid actmg) barely 
seiviceable 'director Lenzi relies upon Riccatdo PaUottmi s cinematography 
and freque’nt doses of sex and graphic violence to liven up the ptoceedmgs. 
The graphic sex and violence is, of course, Lenzi s raison d ette, acceptably 
mteaial to the story, and lend it an exploitable hardaiore cuttmg edge over its 
comparatively big-budgeted Hollywood model, A MAN CALLED HORSE. 

As in A MAN CALLED HORSE (and as the prologue titles promise), 
tribal life and brutal rituals ate rigorously recreated, though Unzi stages 
sequences that are grishet than any Sioux Indian ritual committed to (11m. 
We !«e a cobra and a mongoose duel, cockHghts, a crocodile eviscerated alive, 
fertility rites in which a snake is slit and bled onto Maiya s belly and crotch 
a goat's throat is cut as Marya's baby is born, a widow is iituahstically fucked 
in^the ashes of her husband's funeral pyre, etc. Here also is the fust appear 
ance of the notorious monkey btain-ealing sequence; a squiMg 
head is locked into a brace, the top of his slmll macheted off h,s 
scooped out and eaten. Piecursot to simdar scenes m FACES OF DEATH 
and Lenzi's CANNIBAL FEROX/MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY 0 " 

Lenzi outdoes himself by replacing the monkey with actoi Jolm Mot^ L 
Hete it is used to brutaUy punctuate the film s 'f Y 

equally severe (though simulated, unlike the monkey s P"™”, 

m»ts (tongues cut out, hands lopped off. etc.). The Mu»t f 
ferocity of this goiy procession minimizes the impact of the film 
SpS, as taLy S bound and spun around in ^'=7»=0 
venomed darts blown into his flesh, then tied do™ m the sun..a pale 
vision of the Sun ceremony in A MAN CALLED a native 

More memorable was a brief but vivid sequence f 
beauty and her boyfriend are chased by a group ° Trvine to 

partially toothless prototypes for all the Italian canmb o ^ . m yg 

Uve her, the boyfriend is mortally wounded and crawls to B y ^ 
while Uie cannibals strip, gang rape and ^howinR down on her 

proaches to find the cannibals seated around ^ody, chowng do^^^ 
dismembered limbs as another casually .^^ces off her r sygisio DE 

precedes a similar image in Jorge Crau s NO ROFANER EL SUfc^ 
LOS MEURTOS/THE LIVLNC DEAD AT MANCHESTER MOR / 

OPEN THE WINDOW, 1974). 
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Staged with Lenzi's characteristically deadpan, naturalistic manner, the 
scene proved effective despite the faked gore; enhanced with evocative, on- 
location color cinematography, the scene contrasts the black-and-white 
cannibal noii' of Romero’s NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD. Knowingly 
or not, Lenzi had presented something previously unseen on the screen in 
this brief, three minute sequence (which is, unfortunately, trimmed from the 
Prism videocassette, though it was intact when the film was released to drive- 
ins and grindhouses by Joseph Brenner in 1973 and when rcreleased in 1980 
as SACRIFICE). This sequence would outlast the context of MAN FROM 
DEEP RIVER, appearing again as stock footage in Lenzi's MANGIATI VIVI/ 
THE EMERALD JUNGLE, 1980, and indeed prove to be the catalyst for the 
entire Third World cannibal cycle. 

Wliy did such a brief sequence expand into an entire genre? The answer 
lies in an event that made the international news, provoking at least two best- 
selling accounts and a lurid Mexican exploitation film. On the afternoon of 
October 13, 1972, a Fairchild F-227 airplane chartered by a Uruguayan 
amateur rugby team crashed in the snow-covered Andes. Despite search 
efforts, the downed plane could not be located; ten weeks later, two of 
the sixteen survivors (out of 45 passengers and crew members) descended 
from the mountains and a successful rescue was mounted. The survivors 
made no attempt to hide how they had survived; they lived off the flesh of 
those killed in the crash. Local and world press reacted to the "Christmas 
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Miracle" wilh joy (at their survival) and outrage (at how they survived). Clair 
Blair, Jr.'s Survive! told the story wilh often gruelling detaU and was adapted 
to film by Mexican director Rene Cardona, Sr. in 1975. SURVIVE! (1975/ 
76) was a cheap exploitation film wherein the patently phoney scenes of 
cannibalism were tlie sole selling point. What else could be expected of 
Cardona, the auteur behind WRESTLING WOMEN VS- THE AZTEC 
MUMMY (1964). DOCTOR OF DOOM (1962) and the lurid, gory remake 
NIGHT OF THE BLOODY APES (1968)? 

That same year the Third World cannibal cycle kicked off with a ven- 
geance, using the international fascination with the Andes survivors' tale of 
cannib^sm to reinvigorate the jungle-adventure genre. Given the successor 
NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD and THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE, 
these jungle-adventures would be produced and distributed as horror films, 
revelling in the license for bloodshed and depravity (and the peculiar fixation 
on flesh-eating) that genre now enjoyed. 

TRAP THEM AND KILL THEM 


GU 

Garni 

HOGU 
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SLAVE OF THE CANNIBAL GOO 

Ruggero Deodato's ULTIMO MONDO CANNIBALE/THE LAST SUR- 
VIVOR (1976, rereleased as CARNIVOROUS, video title JUNGLE HOLO- 
CAUST) truly launched the Third World cannibal genre. Though Lenzi and 
Deodato continue to bicker over who invented the genre (what a claim to 
fame!), there can be little doubt that it was Deodato who brought the 
formula to its sharpest focus. Even Lenzi's later MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY 
acknowledges the debt, being much closer to Deodato's vision than his own 
MAN FROM DEEP RIVER (though as we shall see, Lenzi reworks specific 
elements of his own earlier film). THE LAST SURVIVOR borrows from I.,ee 
Robinson's WALK INTO HELL (1957), a deadpan Australian adventure film 
that featured producer Chips Rafferty as the charmless corporate employee/ 
explorer who mounts an expedition into the jungles to investigate a local's 
reported discovery of oil. 

Throughout THE LAST SURVIVOR, Ruggero Deodato relentlessly 
strips the jungle survivor tale to its crude essentials and rigorously dcroman- 
ticizes MAN FROM DEEP RIVER's male fantasies. Lenzi's lead players Ivan 
Rassimov and Me Me Lai return, but they loo are stripped of their cosmetic 
appeal. Bearded Rassimov is relegated to second lead, swept downriver in the 
film's opening sequences, reappearing in its finale with a gangrenous, pulped 
kneecap, hobbling on crutches, being carried by Fosch and dying at the 
moment of escape. Deodato is unable to obscure Me Me Lai's exotic beauty, 
but her character is a grunting, nameless cypher, sexually dominated and 
abused by both her tribesmen and the film's 'hero'. She is literally leduced 
to meat in a protracted and terribly graphic cannibal feast. The explicit 
goring, decapitation, disembowelment, opening of the cliest cavity to insert 
hot stones, and devouring of the conked fiesli is almost unbearable to watch- 
imagery central to the entire Third World cannibal cycle. Though the ruthless 
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mlsoByny on display here is undeniable, the tribe is portrayed as a feral 
patriarchy and the only female we see the tribe and hero relate to is Ul.,.at 
a sexual object to be used, abused, and finally consumed. As noted tn this 
chanter's opening paragraphs, the cannibal genre itself isn't so much milo- 
gynistic as misanthropic, wherein everyone-men, women and children (Deo- 
date indulges in some vile infanticide in both his cannibal classtcs)-may be 

reduced to meat. , , 

In Deodato’s universe, the only choices that matter hinge upon survival 
and any extremes are permissible if one is to survive. It is the hareh, prag- 
matic "law of the jungle" the jungle-adventure fdrns always paid hp serwe 
to oresented with uncompromising (and distressing) immediacy, THE LASl 
SURVIVOR grew out of Deodato’s unflinching desire to rub our noses in the 
implications of such an amoral Darwinian world and he succeeds in doing just 

MAN FROM DEEP RIVER and THE LAST SURVIVOR launched the 
cvcle and also defined its polar opposition of male jungle fantasy and the 
bmtal deromanticizing of that same fantasy. TRe ine^table, stereotypical 
racism also became the genre's legacy, whether the noble savage in need of 
a white ruler' of MAN FROM DEEP RIVER or the subhuman, ilesh-eaimg 
monsters of THE LAST SURVIVOR. The latter image embodies the fear 
and loathing western colonialism holds for all primitive tribal people and is an 
oral metaphor for the colonial dread of Third World people lashing out 
against invaders of their native territories. While cannibalism undeniably 
e^sted among such tribes, it is the insistent dwelling upon such gory retribu- 
tion against European invaders and the brief populanty and notoriety that 
these films enjoyed that concerns us here. oitc vivnR 

Though neither MAN FROM DEEP RIVER nor THE LAST SURVIVOR 
were boxoffice blockbusters (except, reportedly, m Japan and the Onent, 
where the MONDO and cannibal films continued to be incredibly popular). 


they were successfully sold In the international marketplace. They earned 
profits on their meager budgets and that was enough to spawn a horde of 

imitators and follow-ups, . , u .• -rue 

First to follow-it may have been filmed around the same time as THE 
LAST SURVIVOR though it was more likely produced afterwards--and first 
nf the cross-genre spin-offs was the porn cannibal entry from sleaze director 
Aristide MaLcccsi EMANUELLE E GLI ULTIMl CANNIBALE/TRAP 
THEM AND KILL THEM (1976/77). TRAP THEM AND KILL THEM 
was one of six EMANUELLE sexploitation fdms Massaccesi directed m 
1976-77 as 'Joe D'Amato', a pseudonyn he also used for his horror films. 
These were low-budget entries in a series f 

national success of French director Just Jaekin s EMMANUELLE (1974). 

The onW novel aspect of TRAP THEM AND KILL THEM lies in the 
sexual escapades typical of the EMANUELLE series it emerged from making 
nuite explicit the male sexual fantasies that always fueled the jungle advem 
ture genre. These sequences (though decidedly sottaiore in light of the hard- 
core sex film revolution of the 1970's) provide a startling contrast to the 
already obligatory cannibal mayhem. The meshing of sexual pornogtaphy 

"“''trap them AND KILL THEM is a negligible contribution to tlie cycle, 
a meaZi™Less confection of racist and sexist cliches that dufortn^tm 
ly characterlLs the majority of the Third World cycle to Mow and the work 

of director Massaccesi in particular. . ^ 

More straightforward and a more ^ 

joutneyman director Sergio ^ i-A^^J^^tioM whMhe S 

RATF/SLAVE of the cannibal god (1978). spiced with 

“md atmdries and grisly cannibal ‘rtosmaT™ 

(Uisnl. Andress) and her opportnnistie brother 

iravcl into the j^gles of New Guinea to fmd het explore, husband, missing 

S-r;,' So Martino btough a certain panache to lus ho™-*'*™ 

nims, which also Includes IL FlUMP ALLIGATOR weds cle- 

GREAT ALLIGATOR (1979/80), ™E GREAT ALLIGATOR 
ments of the cannibal genre with a pastiche of J A ‘ ^ angry 

liiurisi resort demolished by an outsized croco r ..iviiization. This 

local savages who have withme usual racist cannibal 

tired blend of monster mowc ■P“»' ^ CANNIBAL GOD’s lurid 

irappings isn’t as successinl as SLAVE OF T 

tungle advcniu.e pasliclic The ^ of 11. Rider 

/s/'nhtis, .cding seave of 



THE CANNIBAL GOD . H.vo. unU-e “T “ j „ri,y„d ..limJ 

Mattmo unnineWngly indulges m Ihe '•*1’'' ^ composed of 

tnulilaliims. The «!"> s •d'S'® 'T "n o, .igei munltr 

Andress’ husband’s decomposed body uni . . , [chom of esnnibJl 

buried in Us puliescence. is quickly overwhelmed by the pleinom 




CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST 

gore. Were Martino's pacing and staging of action sequences more assured, 
one could forgive these lapses, but such is not the case. What is left is com- 
petently mounted, if unsatisfying and unpleasant, entertainment. 


One can hardly dismiss the next entry in the cycle so readily. Ruggero 
Deodato's CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST (1979) is, without a doubt, the most 
powerful and disturbing of the Third World cannibal films; a horrific, near- 
masterpiece that is regrettably undone by its own sociopathic viciousness and 
misanthropy. It is almost a relief that Deodato fell short of his goal, stum- 
bling over his own mean-spirited (if righteous) cynicism, for the film remains 
nigh on unbearable as flawed as it is. Had Deodato been able to truly realize 
his intent, CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST may have been another SALO. But 
Deodato is not Pasolini, nor can the nasty and narrow parameters of the 
cannibal genre aspire to communicate on such a level; its generic methods and 
content only sully the moralistic intent. 

The tale is presented in three distinct movements, preceded by an open- 
ing title threatening "for the sake of authenticity, some sequences have been 
retained in their entirety.” After the obligatory aerial views of the Amazon 
jungle, the fihn's first movement begins in New York City, where a TV news 
report is being televised- We see the last interview shot of a cocky crew- 
director Alan Yates, his girlfriend Faye Daniels, and cameramen Jack Anders 
and Mark Damazzo-ieaving an outpost in Rio Occoro with tlicir guide 
PhQlipe. We tlien meet NYU anthropologist Professor Harold Munro (Robert 
Kerman), who Is hired by the university and the Pan American Tele- 
vision Network to venture in the Amazon and find them. 
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The first third of the film distills elements from THE LAST SURVIVOR 
and the genre into an engaging and harrowing beginning- While the natives’ 
fear and the ominous remnants the documentary crew have left in their wake 
are foreboding, the fact that this opening movement condenses what prior 
cannibal films have taken their full running times to present adds to our un- 
easiness. 

The second movement begins as Munro is interviewed on a TV talk 
show and the impending broadcast of the salvaged footage (to be entitled 
THE GREEN INFERNO) is announced. Eager for Munro 's own story and 
endorsement, the network executives comply with Munro's demands to re- 
view all the salvaged film prior to the broadcast. Munro is first shown 
sequences from the team's prior documentary, THE LAST ROAD TO HELL, 
whdeh consists of mass executions and graves and bloody skirmishes of the 
African revolution (a direct reference to, and possibly footage from, AFRICA 
ADDIO). Munro is aghast, especially when the show's female producer ex- 
plains that the footage was faked. "That was no attacking army. ..Alan paid 
those soldiers to advance. ..The ratings were fantastic!" 

Returning to their salvaged footage, we and Munro (who is quickly 
becoming the film's conscience) foUow the crew’s progress into the jun^e and 
their obsessive use of the camera to record everyttog. The mayhem escalates 
from the capture and evisceration of a live tortoise to Phiilipe being bit 
between his toes by a venomous snake. The subsequent amputation of his 
foot, cauterizing of the stump, and his death and crude burid are morbidly 
recorded by the camera in grueling (and usually close-up) detail. 

Their callousness soon degenerates into overt sadism as their penchant 
for staging violent events for the camera comes to the fore. Their first en- 
counter with tlie natives (who have caught a monkey, hack its skull open and 
eat its brains) has them shooting one of the warriors in the leg, wounding him 
so they may follow him back to his village. There they shoot a tied piglet, 
herd the tribe into a large hut and torch it with the screaming tribespeople 
trapped inside. Afterwards, Alan and Faye make love and the men shave and 
chat while filming the death of a horribly burned woman; they are not only 
oblivious to the pain and death they are responsible for, they enjoy and are 
sexually aroused by it. 

The portrayal of Alan and his crew is clearly based upon Ihe media s 
perception of Jacopetli, Prosperi and their crew during the AFRICA ADDIO 
controversy, a more damning characterization cannot be Imagined. Tliough 
Alan and crew ate credible enough within CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST s 
narrative logic, as caricatures of Jacopetti, Prosperi and crew, they are un- 
believably vicious, . 

The third and final movement of CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST begins as 
Munro, the producer, and the network superiors gatiier in the screening room 
to watch the last reels of the salvaged film. Deodato keeps us aware of their 
presence, but the remaining footage runs essentially uninterrupted until its 
conclusion. , 

Alan, Jack and Mark chase down and gang-rupc a native woman ( Ut s 
take care of the little monkey!"). They lake turns niiming the camera, rc- 
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ttiatniti/ I'tye (who Ik ouhaitctj) uiul muiiiUing (lie giil who. In tlic next 
•e^uence. h#s hecii jniiusheil by her tube by being impuU’il on a pike, lire 
■ •nu'ia dwells on the eoipse .in Alan ami luniiinny preletui to lie liotiiHeil, 
Tlie I'ooiage abruptly I'tiiN lo \\w liliiiinakeis sliuggling ihmiigli the jungle, 
being vliHucil by the v-aniubnls ("Keep rolling. We're going lo get an (Kcai 
fot this'"). Jack IS mipalcil by u speiu, Alan mercy kills Jack hy shooting 
him in the heail ("Keep rilmlng. Mark, I'll cover you. ..You've got it. tighi 
down lo the last foot." a proinl.se Mark Indeed keeps). Jack's body is caitlcJ 
off by the caimihtils. who cnstralo, decapitate and hack his corpse in hall 
before gutting ami eating him ns the cuincta .shakily llngois on the |■el!slillg 
("we’re screwed, we've Iruiipcd"). The tribe moves in again, capturing I'ayc, 
who is stripped and gang-raped hy the men, healen lo dcalh and deenpitatod 
by the women. ’I'ho lllin runs out with Maik's bloodied, wide-eyed face in 
close-up as he expires. 

Tlic lights conic up in (he projection mom. The nelwotk executive 
orders the projcctioiilsl lo destroy the lilm and one hy one they Hie out of 
the room in grim silence. Wo sec Mimro walk out of the building onto the 
streets of New York. "I wonder wlio the ica! cannibals are," liis voiccovet 
says, There Is a tnial lllic. "ihojecHonist John K. Kroy w.as given a two- 
inonlh susiH’iidcd jail sentence and fined $10,000 for lllegul approptiation of 
nim material. We know that he received $7SO,(JOO for Itial same footage." 

{’ANNIBAl HOLOCAUST is Deodulo's maslcipicco, reproheiisiblc 
lliougti it may be. A sotptci of sorts was aniuninccd, CANNIHAI. ITJRY 
("the truth no one lived to icll!"). willi Deoduto again directing, hut the pro- 
ject was never leiill/.ed, even as the director pulled out of another IJlin en- 
titled VOODOO RItVIvNGb; lhal suggests similar theinos. Deodato wmdd 
rcluin lo ciinnihal locals with the mote mainstccain AMAZONIA/CUT AND 
RUN (UJ«4). another mongrel hybrid of genres typical of tlic diieelion (ot 
lack of) the cycle was moving toward. 

('ANNIBAl. IIOUK'AUST remains the ipiiiitesseniial I'liird World 
CHimihal film, defining the extreme pavumotors ot tfic uiitire cycle. Thongli 
there was little left lo explore In its wake, its notoiicly ami success iissiircd 
imitative speculators tlial there were still avenues lo exploit. 

Torpid as Massiiccesl’s I’RAl’ THKM AND KILL THDM may Imve liecn. 
the absolute nadir of llio cycle was a loose l''reitcli/,Spanish cannibal trilogy, 
composi'd of Jesus (Jess) I'Tanco's MONDO CANNIBAl.h/1 ( ANNIBALE/ 
LA DLLSSL CANNIBAI I'/LHS CANNIBAI.ES/A YOUNG GIRL LOR Tllli 
CANNIBALS (ly?*). video tltle-WlllTL CANNIBAI. (JULEN) 'l- 
CACCIATORL. Dl UOMINI/SLXO-CANIBALL/TIIF MAN HUNTER (1^80. 
directing inulei the psoiidonym 'Clifford Bmwn'), along witli Julio leie/. 
Tabeincro’g n.RKLUR CANNIBAI L/CANNIUAI. TERROR (1^81. a.s 
’Allan W Sleeve'). 

The Drst. WIM l'E CANNIBAI. (JUEEN. is not .so much "Lnmeo’s anlicl- 
palloii of Houniiaii'.s THE. LMLRAI 1) LORES'I'" as it is wh ess leguigll 
lion ol ilie .indent 'while iineeii' arcliclype. Ciediied as a lilm hy 
Hie Dim stais A1 ClWoi (icai name I’iei I uigi ( onU- oi 
Euld's /UMItll, I07U) as a I'nllaM wlio loses ids I'aiiilly t-md bis * 
cttiunliala wbili- bi'.iliiig down Ibe Amazon. 

to.’ 
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Even v/orse is Julio Perez Tabernero's CANNIBAL TERROR, which 
utilizes WHITE CANNIBAL QUEEN's cannibal village set. locales and 
dreary ambience to even less effect. This cheapjack approach was typical of 
producer Marius Lasoeur, who would also pad out the running times of 
simultaneously produced films by cannibalizing shots and sequences. CANNI- 
BAL TERROR is no exception, utilizing footage from Franco's WHITE 
CANNIBAL QUEEN. 

Franco's THE MAN HUNTER is, undoubtedly, the 'best of the trio 
with nice outdoor cinematography, competent production values and w 
minimally engrossing (given the triology's threadbare entertainment value). 
That the film is Franco's takeover and completion of an unfinished Anian o 
De Ossorio (TOMBS OF THE BLIND DEAD, 1971. etc.) project may account 
for the existence of a coherent script and sense of place. However, i is a 
zombie film rather than a true cannibal film. The film is donimated by the 
flesh-eating creature, a perpetually out-of-focus variation on Darby ones 
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inposing zombie from Jacques Tourneur’s I WALKED WITH A ZOMBIE 
(1^3), though its ridiculous makeup (and the tenor and quality of the film 
ilselO is much closer to Del Tenney's ZOMBIE/I EAT YOUR SKIN (1964/ 
71). 

A more lively and inventive melding of the Third World and 'walking 
dead' cannibal cycles was LA REGINA DEI CANNIBALI/DR. BUTCHER 
M.D. (1980/82), Marino Girolarai's (aka 'Frank Martin') nonsensically gory 
mishmash of scenes and motifs from both genres. The main inspiration is 
obviously Lucio Fulci's splatter epic ZOMBIE 2/ZOMBIE (1979), with 
Fulci's hero, British actor Ian McCullough, once again being iiiven into a 
carnivorous jungle hell to investigate incidents of flesh-eating in Manhattan. 

The film revels in the horrific deaths of characters, especially the inno- 
cent. An Asian bearer springs a bed of bamboo spikes that transfix him , 
allowing the savages (a motley clutch of Oriental and Italian extras) to slit 
his throat, bathe in and drink the jugular gusher, and finally gut him and feast 
on his innards. George is also devoured with the added fillip of his eyeballs 
being gouged out and eaten. We are also treated to the spectacle of a zom- 
bie’s skull being scrambled by the blades of an outboard motor. 

LA REGINA DEI CAIWIBALI was snapped up by New York based 
Aquarius Films for distribution in the U.S., the same firm that would mount 
a minimal (but lucrative) release for MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY, hoping to 
emulate the success distributor Jerry Gross had enjoyed with Fulci's ZOM- 
BIE. Aquarius streamlined the film's pacing, spliced in new introductory 
footage culled from an uncompleted Roy Frumkes/Wes Craven production 
entitled TALES THAT'LL TEAR YOUR HEART OUT (1976/77, Frumkes 
appears as the first zombie seen in DR. BUTCHER), stripped in a new (pre- 
dominantly electronic) musical score and retitled the film DR. BUTCHER 
M.D. Mounting a suitably lurid ad campaign, including a horrendously gory 
trailer and even a 'Butchermobile' to promote the film in urban areas, Aquar- 
ius turned a good profit in the steadily shrinking exploitation grindhouse and 
drive-in theatre circuit. The fact that Girolami's crude feature lived up to the 
aggressive ballyhoo has earned the film a certain pop notoriety. 


DR. BUTCHER M.D. is, undeniably, ludicrous fare and its cartoony 
splatter is as indefensible as any of the Italian gore fests, but it at least revels 
in its excesses with bone-headed, energetic zeal. Questionable virtues to be 
sure, but it was more than other entries in the cycle would offer in 1980 
(the Year of the Cannibal). 

Suffering from penurious budgets and ever-flagging invention, the last 
gasps of the cycle were crazy-quflt affairs in which the Third World 
elements played a less prominent role in each successive film- Althoug s 
fueled by the popularity of Romero's DAWN OF THE DEAD and the 
riety of Deodalo's CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST, the success 
Coppola's APOCALYPSE NOW (1979) gave the genre its third (and Iinai) 

The Vietnam War was the catalyst for Antonio Margheriti s .^0- 
CALISSH DOMANI/CANNIBAL APOCALYPSE/CANNIBALS IN THE 
STREETS/INVASION OF THE FLESH HUNTERS (1980, under MarghentiS 
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^ V der Kinoleinwand zur 
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nom de plume 'Anthony Dawson ). Giallo pere nnial John Saxon stars as a 
U.S. officer serving in Vietnam who rescues two American Gl's held captive 
in a bamboo prison, In doing so, he interrupts their feasting on a Vietnamese 
peasant and one of them bites Saxon. The bite proves infectious and upon 
his return to the States, Saxon fights and finally joins the pair of cannibals, 
one of whom is played by Giovanni Lombardo Radice (aka 'John Morghen,’ 
who plays David Hess' retarded sidekick in HOUSE AT THE EDGE OF THE 
PARK, has his brains powerdrilled out in Fulci's PAURA NELLA CflTA DEI 
MORTI VIVENTI/THE GATES OF HELL, 1980, and loses his hand, penis 
and brains in MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY). The trio of cannibal vets go on a 
rampage, killing, eating and infecting all in their path until they are trapped 
and killed in the city sewers. Mai^eriti directs the film as a straightforward 
(if excessively gory) action thriller, skirting the subversive potential of the 
material. The depiction of cannibalism as an infectious rabies-like disease 
(though here given Third World orpins) is lifted from Romero's DEAD films 
and CODE NAME TRIXEE/THE CRAZIES (1973), David Durston’s 
RABIES/I DRINK YOUR BLOOD (1971) and David Cronenberg's RABID 
(1977). 

More relevant to the Third World cycle are Umberto Lenzi 's MANG1.ATI 
VIVI/EATH'I ALIVE (1980, video title-THE EMERALD JUNGLE) and 
Ruggero Deodalo's AMAZONIA/CUT AND RUN (1984). both of which in- 
volve characters and events patterned after APOCALYPSE NOW's Colonel 
Kurtz, the infamous Reverend Jim Jones and the Guyana cult massacre. 
Lenzi's THE EMERALD JUNGLE embodies both figures as the scarlet-robed 
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Rcvfrftid Jonas (Ivan Rassimov). leader of a 'purification sect' that trans- 
pbnts itself from New York to the jungles of New Guinea. 

Starring Rassimov. Robert Kerman and the ever-victimized Me Me Lai, 
THE EMERALD JUNGLE is the 'K-Tel Greatest Hits’ of the cannibal genre. 
Though tlie cult community footage was reportedly shot in Sri Lanka, the 
bulk of the film makes extensive use of sequences and animal mutilation 
footage culled from MAN FROM DEEP RIVER (including the cannibal scene 
trimmed from Prism videocassettes), SLAVE OF THE CANNIBAL GOD 
(including the castration footage trimmed from TV and video prints), and 
CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST (Lai's death, evisceration and barbeque), along 
with a sequence of a man suspended by hooks piercing his back and legs 
taken from a MONDO film. 

Deodato's peripheral cannibal entry, AMAZONIA/CUT AND RUN 
(1984), is far superior. Though there are no oral horrors, the South American 
setting and ferocity of its violence (trimmed for U.S. and U JC. video release) 
does occasionally recall, and neatly conclude, Deodato’s seminal cannibal 
epics. He again focuses on the intrusion of the media (his hero and heroine 
are both television reporters) and its voyeuristic fascination with violence. 

CANNIBAL FEROX 



Aithi'Ujjli ihc pUilliim and pacing is often rasged (the video edits don’t 
help) and strums viedlbility. CUT AND RUN is an engaging, uflcn louMnn 
thriller and Deodatn lends Ihc film considerable atmosphere (eiilianced by 
hemp shot on location in Miami and Venezuela). 

More syniploiiiulic of the cycle's llnal detciioraliun is Uruno Mattel's 
(directing us 'Vincent Dawn’) INJ'f.RNO Df.l MORTI VIVHNTI/VIRUS 
('ANNIRAI.I-7NK1UT 01' 'I'llli ZOMUlhS (1981/83), a tedious confcclion 
of myriHd elements. Hven Mattel's piithological abundance of gore fails to 
enliven ttic overly-dcrivative proceedings. Nominally set in Papua (lliough the 
nim suffers from a l-runcoesque dislocation of event and place tliat cpiickly 
piovcs (iresoinc). workers In a tuicJoar powor/inedlca! research base are acci- 
dentally exposed to toxins and become flesh-eating zombies. What is of 
Interest here is I he film's cross-ciirroiits of stolen elemeiil.s. The musical score 
is intermittently plundered from the (lobliii soundtrack for Romero's DAWN 
Oh TIIH DKAl). the miclcar/mcdical research accideni tries to evoke the 
topicality of T!IK CHINA SYNDKOMH (1979), tlic revelatory duplicity of 
Ihc aullioiities echoes ALIEN (1979). while the violence, trappings and 
putty-faced /.omhies arc stolen from ZOMBIE (which was itself a pastiche of 
Romero’s illms) and its ilk. There isn'l an original thought in the Film. 

East of the pure, down-nnd-dirly Third World cannibal movies came from 
(he directoi who sptiwned the cycle, Umberto Leiizi, with the infamous 
CANNIBAE FEROX/MAKI-; THEM DIE SLOWLY (1981). For most Ameri- 
can audiences. MAKE THE.M DIE SLOWLY is tlie dermitive cannibal film, 
cpilomizbig the genre's weaknesses (minimal story, cardboard characters, 
atrocious dubbing, etc,) and cxlrcinities (the explicit violence, the film's 
substance and raison d'etre). H certainly delivers on the promise of its 
opening statement; 

"Tlte following I'eattirc is one of the most violent films ever made. There 
arc at least two dozen scenes of barbaric torture and sadistic cruelty 
grapliically shown. If the presentation of disgusting and repulsive subject 
matter upsets you. please do not view this Film." 

The cannibal cycle stands accused of practicing what il pretends lo 
prcaclt against and in MAKii THEM DIE SLOWLY Lenzi carries this di- 
chotomy to its most absuni degree; a diatribe against the racist belief in 
cannibalism that revels In the spectacle of Third World cannibals dispatcliing 
Caucasiiiiis. Neithei as challenging or accomplished as CANNIBAL HOLO- 
CAUST, the film simply roliiteiprcts events. Imagery, and already questioii- 
ablc 'mond cimcetns’'-herc diluted into insenslbnity-froin both Dcodatos 
and Um/.i's previous cannibal films. Lenzi's direction is so ham-handed that 
one isn’t even moved lo outrage by the nim. We don't fee! anything for tlie 
charucters. being eitliei too bland or too vicious to identify willi- 

Of course, the film has no point of view, as it cxist.s only to exploit what- 
evei audience Interest may remain foi ilie cannibal cycle and present the 
obligatory catalogue of ciueltica as directly and explicitly as possible- I onzi 
does so efficieiitty with location pliotography, competent diicctiou and real- 
istic makcuii effects lending cnougli credilrilily to tlte gniesome sliow- 
slopping highlights, sans any dramatic or conceptual sub-stance to distract 
lioiii ilu- goiy s|icclacle 
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MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY was also the last cannibal film to prove 
successful internationally, though it was reportedly banned in many countries. 
As previously mentioned, the film was picked up by Aquarius Films for 
American distribution, but the reign of the MPAA had changed the climate 
in the States for theatrical distribution of violent, unrated horror films. 
Nevertheless, MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY was seen by many more Ameri- 
cans than any of the previous cannibal films, especially CANNIBAL HOLO- 
CAUST, which secured precious few playdates in the States. MAKE THEM 
DIE SLOWLY reached an even wider audience (their curiosity aroused by the 
film's reputation) upon its videocassette release. Although It is hardly the 
peak of the cannibal genre, MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY will, undoubtedly, 
remain the film (and title) most identified with the cycle; the epitome of 
what the popular culture considers a 'hard-core' graphic horror film. A film 
to be despised, viUified, covertly watched, championed, and snickered at by 
jaded middle-class sensibilities ever eager for titillation. 

The last entry of any consequence in the cycle was Mario Giriazzo's 
WHITE SLAVE (1984, under the pseudonym 'Roy Garrett') from a story 
and screenplay by MONDO and cannibal auteur Franco Prosper!. WHITE 
SLAVE is a return to the MAN FROM DEEP RIVER prototype, as well as 
being a revenge tale at heart. 

Despite its stilted script, direction and performances, WHITE SLAVE is a 
surprisingly effective jungle romance. Though Prosperi's scrip! predictably 
steers the 'true story' into tried-and-lrue melodramatic terrain, certain de- 
taiis-especially the harrowing sequence of the bounty hunters firing on the 
fleeing natives from the air-carry the disturbing ring of truth. With its 
apparent basis in fact and preoccupation with a female lead, WHITE SLAVE 
is as much a woman's romance as it is a jungle horror advenluie. Tliough 


rts IWIS in thf -nurd V-orld cannibal cycle are aU too obvious, makine it 
much too unpleasant a film for the average readers of Harlequin romScel 
Though there is no flesh-eating, the violence is frequent and explicit with the 
occasional verisimilar use of animal predation footage. Despite the lack of 
cannibalism, the tone, trappings and graphic violence confirm the film's place 
m the cycle (as in Deodato's CUT AND RUN, released the same year) 

■Hiere were still the occasional low-budget films that would utilize the 
cycles trappii^s, such as Alberto Cavallone’s PADRONO DEL MONDO' 
CONQUEROR OF THE ftORLD (19S3, directed under the pseudonym 
Dick Morrow, a OLDEST FOR FIRE rip-off with a graphic reinterpretation 
of that film s prehistoric cannibal sequence) and Michele Tarantini's MASS 
ACRE IN DINOSAUR VALLEY (1985). 

There were also parodies, such as J- D. Athens' CANNIBAL WOMEN IN 
THE AVOCADO JUNGLE OF DEATH (1988). But the Third World canni- 
bal cycle itself had ceased to exist, as the Italian producers scrambled to 
emukte the successes of MAD MAX and THE ROAD WARRIOR, RAIDERS 
OF THE LAST ARK and CONAN THE BARBARIAN with their own deluge 
ofimttations- 


The proverbial nail in the coffin lid was Dennis O'Rourke's sardonically 
titkd CANNIBAL TOUR (1987), a 70-minute documentary that revealed 
the impact of the tourist trade on the jungle inhabitants of New Guinea, a 
process the Italian film industry undoubtedly contributed to. The tongue- 
in-cheek tone of the film deliberately undermines the mythos the cannibal 
fihns had so viciously embraced. These natives may have been cannibals at 
one time, but once seen selling their trinkets to European tourists like 
hungry hucksters, they are no longer believable as sub-human creatures to 
be feared. 


Cannibals. Addio. 

Cannibalism will remain a valid element of the modem honor film, cen- 
tral to the 'zombie' films that continue to spin off from George Romero’s 
NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD/DAWN OF THE DEAD/DAY OF THE 
DEAD trilogy, to the American Gothic cannibals spawned by the reality of 
Ed Gein and the fictionalization of Tobe Hooper's THE TEXAS CHAINSAW 
MASSACRE and Wes Craven's THE HILLS HAVE EYES (1977), to the more 
genteel black comedy of Paul Bartel’s EATING RAOUL (1982) and Bob 
Balaban's PARENTS (1989). 


The Third World cycle, though, has apparently run its course. The only 
contwnporary films to borrow its trappings, returning to the rudimentary 
white male fantasy of 'return to nature as a natural ruler of men' {i.e., black 
or Asian men), were Caleb Dcschanel s ROBINSON CRUESOE (1989. which 
rejects the fantasy) and John Milius' latest effort. FAREWELL TO THE 
KING (1989, which indulges in the fantasy), with Nick Nolle in Ivan Rassi- 
mov’s MAN FROM DEEP RIVER role. De.spite the latter film's mote 'pro- 
vocative' use of the Vietnam War as a narrative conceit to reuivigorale its 
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Taraantsque myth, it failad at the boxoffice. Given the current Third World 
and Central American situations, the myth at its heart Is an unpleasant 
anachronism. 

The Third World cannibal cycle is arguably the most despicable and mis- 
anthropic sub-genre of the horror genre (with the LOVE CAMP 7 and ILSA- 
inspired il sadiconazista films of the mid-1970’s a close second). It is how- 
ever, a necessary one. If it did not exist, it would have to be invented, in 
fact, it was! Too vicious to be simply dismissed, it is the reduction and 
absurdurn of the horror film: survival and the base degradation of the human 
flesh and spirit are the absolute essence of their narratives while pain, mutila- 
tion and death are exalted to being the only substance and sole point of the 
films, The third World cannibal films reduce their characters (and, by proxy, 
the viewing audience) to the absolute lowest common denominator-MEAT! 

Cannibal films are misanthropic, nihilistic, racist, humorless, despairing 
movies, the nadir of the horror film, an absolute creative dead end. While 
there is (for some) an undeniable fascination in the relentless, primal carnage 
and the ritualistic violence, these films are definitely numbing, physically and 
emotionaUy. I hasten to add that this statement does not confirm those 
social critics' arguments that media violence is desensitizing; note that the 
very real pain and death of the animals is always strongly felt, unnecessary 
assaults that add reprehensible 'shock value' to vapid, threadbare films. As 1 
have demonstrated, the cannibal films were remarkable not only for their 
carnage, but for their reliance on repetitive, unimaginative permutations upon 
minimalist narrative formulas, The bulk of them are so derivative, despairing 
and crudely made that they quickly become tedious, and no amount of 
genuine and/or simulated mayhem can redeem their trite vicarious dramas 
peopled by cardboard characters, 

The Third World cannibal films themselves remain curiosities, testi- 
monies to the extremes filmmakers will go to (and audiences will tolerate) 
in the pursuit of titUlation and the almighty dollar. They are definitive 
evidence of the essential role imaginative fantasy and illusion play in the 
horror film's longevity and importance. Without these key elements, stripped 
of flesh, bone and spirit, there is no sustenance. Denying these (or, indeed, 
any artistic vision at all outside of Deodoto's grim contributions), the canni- 
bal films cut themselves off from the lifeblood of the horror genre. They ate 
themselves away....auto-canniballsm of the lowest order. 

The horror film, however, lives on. 


(Acknowledgemenls; Along with the sources cited in this article, the author 
wishes lo thank Michael Price, Tim Lucas, Bill Kelley, Stanley Wiater, MicJiaol 
Dobbs, Tom Skulaii, Charles Kilgore, Chas. Baiun, Stephen Perry, Donald 
Farmer. Craig Ledbetter, Bill Landis, Jim Wheelock, Dennis Daniel, Wchard 
Btssette, and Nund Garrett and Amy Sexauer at Prism EiUertaininont tor 
tlieir invaluable assistance in researcliing this article. Thank, as always, to the 
good folks at FaiitaCo and to Niincy. who tolerated all too many cannibal 
flicks.) 


ANIMAL 

iMUTILATION: 

Geek Show Gore 


There is a line of dialogue in 
Sergio Martino's LA MONTAGNA 
DEL DIO CANNIBALE/SLAVE OF 
THE CANNIBAL GOD which seems 
especially ridiculous in the context 
of that film 's animal atrocity footage. 
The hero rescues a fellow from a 
cobra by bravely confronting and 
catching the serpent with his bare 
hands saying, "I don't kill animals." 
If only director Martino and his peers 
had behaved accordingly. 

One of the most unpleasant, un- 
necessary and controversial elements 
of the Third World cannibal films 
is their reliance on actual on-camera 
mutilation and killing of animals. 
The subgenre is certainly not alone in 
its use of this repellant shock tactic. 
One of the earliest examples was the 
self-explanatory Edison film. THE 
ELECTROCUTION OF AN 
ELEPHANT (1903). Some particu- 
larly grading annual slaughter 
appeared in the Tliird Reich’s 
vehemently anti-Semitic "docu- 
mentary" DER EWIGE JUDE/ THE 
ETERNAL JEW (1940), produced 
by the Nazi Minister of Propaganda, 
Joseph Goebbels. French director 
Georges Franju later took the 
cameras into a Parisian abattoir to 
unflinchingly record the professional, 
production-line reduction of live- 
stock to meat in LE SANG DES 
BHTES/BLOOD OF THE BEASTS 
(1949); almost ihiity years later, 


U.S. documentary filmmaker 
Frederick Wiseman foDowed Franju's 
example in MEAT. Graphic slaugh- 
terhouse sequences later became 
staples of the modern horror film 
(the Spanish THE APARTMENT ON 
THE 13TII FLOOR and A BELL 
FROM HELL, the recent SLAUGH- 
TERHOUSE. etc.). 

Jungle and wildlife documen- 
taries and the 'Goona Goona' films 
revelled in often savage footage of 
animal predation. Wliile the class 
acts-like Cooper and Schoedsack's 
GRASS and CHANG-had their nasty 
moments, lower budget fare natu- 
rally relied even more so on such 
sequences for their ballyhooed 
'thrills and chills.' SAVAGE GOLD 
(1933) featured caterpillar eating, 
jaguars killed with blowdarts and a 
large snake crushing and swallowing a 
rattlesnake whole. DARK RAP- 
TURE (1938) offers the usual jungle 
thrills and "one rather repulsive 
moment [showing] a pygmy tribe's 
attempt to butcher a fallen elephant" 
(quoted from critic Michael Price). 
WILD RAPTURE (1950) showcased 
frenzied sequences of pygmies 
spearing a leopard and a rogue gorilla 
being hunted down end killed. 
KARAMOJA (1954) shows Its title 
tribe drinking blood from live 
calves (whose veins are then 
'plugged' for later bleedings). Ama- 
zon and African sequences figure in 


THE MICIiTY JUNGLE (1964) de- 
picting ' 'fights between a wild boar 
and snake, a tarantula and scorpion, 
and two iguanas in a death struggle" 
(quoted from the pressbook). 

With MONDO CANE, the 
'Goona Goona' 's most grotesque and 
lurid elements were stripped to their 
bare essentials and reinvigorated with 
a new, caustic, sardonic approach to 
the documentary format and its 
obligatory narration. Animal atro- 
cities were central to the film, be- 
ginning with dogs being dragged to 
the gas chamber under the title 
(which means, literally, A DOG'S 
WORLD). We ate repeatedly 
brought back to man's inhumane 
treatment of domestic and wild 
animals. We are shown an Oriental 
restaurant where dogs are chosen 
by customers and then cooked and 
eaten; bulls being ritualistically be- 
headed in Singapore, tormented and 
fought for sport in Spain; Malaysian 
fisherman, maimed by shark attacks, 
capturing live sharks and forcefeed- 
ing them spiny sea urchins as revenge 
and then letting the sharks go to 
slowly die an agonising death. Most 
disturbing, in its suggestion of the 
filmmakers' duplicity in the staging 
of these sequences, are the scenes of 
sea turtles crawling onto the beach to 
lay their eggs, only to lose their way 
back to the sea and die of exposure. 
We can accept the claim that they do 
lose their way and die (though the 
narrator’s reference to radiation from 
nuclear bomb testing being the 
cause sounds dubious);but this does 
not explain how the turtles were 
turned on their backs to writhe and 
hake in the sun. The atrocities 
depicted in later MONDO films such 
as AFRICA ADDIO/AFRICA 
BLOOD AND GUTS. NAKED 


MAGIC/MONDO MAGIC (197?), 
FACES OF DEATH (1978), 
SAVAGE MAN. SAVAGE BEAST 
(1981) and the repugnant BRUTES 
AND SAVAGES (1983) make scenes 
in MONDO CANE pale in compari- 
son. 

Subsequent MONDO films rely 
upon animal mutilation and death (as 
well as genuine footage of human 
agony and slaughter), as have western 
and adventure films, wherein count- 
less horses and livestock have suf- 
fered abuse and death for the sake of 
a dangerous stunt or spectacular 
disaster footage. Cornel Wilde's 
THE NAKED PREY was a main- 
stream adventure film that relied 
heavily on footage of animal death 
to create its gritty sense of reality. 
Subsequent non-genre films con- 
tinued to up the stakes in the de- 
piction of animal pain and death: 
Jan Schmidt's post-Armageddon epic 
END OF AUGUST AT THE OZONE 
HOTEL (1966), Jean-Luc Godard's 
seminal WEEKEND (1967) in its 
"Kill the Pig!" sequence in the 
guerilla camp, Sam Peckinpah's 
westerns, the harrowing nighttime 
kangaroo slaughter in Ted Kot- 
cheffs OUTBACK (1971), etc. These 
were, for the most part, isolated 
sequences in impressive dramatic 
works (which does nothing to mini- 
mise the real animals' pain, however). 
Low budget horror films like the 
Mexican werewolf film LA LOBA/ 
THE SHE WOLF (1964) and the 
Philippine epic MAD DOCTOR OF 
BLOOD ISLAND (1968) also brielly 
revelled in animal mutilation. The 
Third World cannibal films, however, 
dwelled upon the animals pain and 
death Throes with obsessive abandon, 
a nasty preoccupation matched only 
by fas it is derived from) llie 
MONDO films. 


Wltllf iJic '(Joonu (icHniii' lllins 
dfpciulej heavily iipim brutal Jiiiinle 
wildlife fi'tilajjc foi iliclr impact, it 
is atHiiubIc luiw nnicli of the '(loona 
Goons' footuge was inullclously 
slaved, certainly llllle of it cuukl 
compare to the excesses evident In 
nearly all of the MONDO and Third 
World cannibal I'ilins. It is unpossiblo 
U) respond to Ihc inockinjtly liuinaii- 
istic 'nicssane' of a film like CANNI- 
UAI. I IOL(K' AllST when so much ot 
Its footage Is dedicated lo Ihc close- 
up dopicliini of dellboralcly staged 
uml utterly gcmiinu inulilaljon and 
evLsccration of still-living iitdmals. 
The nimmakcrs may not have killed 
or dcliboiatcly injured any of the 
human performers, hut llic liclplcss 
animal 'porfonners' sulTored excru- 
ciating and unnecessary agonies for 
tlie beiioni of the camera. This 
nuililution and killing of wildlife 
docs, indeed, cunningly enhance the 
illvjsory reality of the faked liuman 
carnage, bnl tills liardiy seems a 
jusllllcation. 

Ucodalo's use of real hloudslicd 
to embellish (or sulislitute for) 
simulated gore may have never boon 
realised with greater skill, hut lie was 
not the fiisl director to resort to 
such devices. The llrst calculated 
use can he Iriiced back to Godard's 
Wlil-KI'NI), whlcli critic Kobln 
Wood analysed and glibly rational- 
ised in The l-'llnis of Jean-Luc 
Godard (Novoniher Books. 1^70) 

"Godard as far as possible shows 
us things really happening and hap- 
pening In real places, but. ..you 
cnn'i have aclors actually killed... 
What you ciiii show is Iho real 
killing of a pig or a goose; the loiillty 
of the uniiniilii' blood and death 
stiugglcs Is used us a slatid-lii for liie 
hiimaii deiillu, oven moio stylised 


lhan usual, h.lscwhero In the film, 

I lie butchering of the heroine’s 
mol her IS shown by pouilng great 
washes of red lu|uid very iiiircalis- 
lically over a skinned rabbit; the 
lildcous and bloody carcass that can 
be shown is a substitute for the 
ones tliat can't. One can, neverthe- 
less, t|uestion tlic adoc|iiacy of such 
substitutions and even ask whether 
there may not he some lack of 
Iiumuii sensilivily in Godard that 
makes it possible for birn to see llieni 
as udcipialc." 

latter filmmakers refined 
Godard's conceit; Marlon Uraiulo's 
dcalli 111 the end of Francis Ford 
Coppola's APOCALYPSF NOW 
(l‘)7y) is enhanced by genuine 
footage of a hull being rituaiistically 
decapitated (similar lo the sequence 
in MONIX) CANli) here being 
crosscut with rieetliig glimpses of 
Brando I'alling, wrilhing, and 
bleeding. 

Anlliorities arc often suffi- 
ciently outraged to cull nimmakcrs 
on the carpet and/or ban Ihcir films 
outriglil, voicing concern over 
wlietlier tlie lumum atrocities are 
faked as well. Tlie animal imitila- 
lion footage Is often cut from 
prims in distribution in many 
countries (along with much of the 
faked gore), l.uelo Fulci's non- 
cannibal filiii UNA LUCF.KTOl.A 
('ON I.A IMilJ.F D1 1X)NNA/ 
SCHIZOID (ld71) landed him hi 
Italian court for a vivisection sc- 
ciucnce involving skinned dogs witii 
llioir iniornul organs exposed; Carlo 
Ramhuldi's wrltliiiig, wlilmpeilii^ 
lings were so convincing tliat F'lilcl s 
iiss WHS grass until Rambahli couid 
present one of tlic ineclianleul dogs 
IIS evidence, demoiistrutiiig tlie 
s|ieclal effect and proving that no 
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real anOTals were used. Reportedly, 
Ruggero Deodato was not so lucky 
with CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST and 
some sources claim the film was 
banned in its native country (as well 
as a number of others) because he 
couldn't prove that his mutilation 
effects were faked. In the case of the 
animals, they certainly weren't. 

Of course, staged animal savage- 
ry was (and is) usually tolerated or 
ignored if it doesn’t involve warra- 
bloodied animals. The customised 
lizards and insects that pass for mon- 
sters in ONE MILLION B.C. (1940. 
featuring a prolonged, bloody 
struggle between a tegu lizard and a 
rubber-finned dwarf alligator that 
became stock monster footage, re- 
appearing in at least a dozen later 
features), KING DINOSAUR (1955), 
THE STRANGE WORLD OF 
PLANET X/COSMIC MONSTERS 
(1958), JOURNEY TO THE CEN- 
TER OF THE EARTH (1959) and 
THE LOST WORLD (I960) are 
visibly bitten, gored, impaled, 
burned, crushed, and otherwise 
abused on-screen. Bert 1. Gordon, 
whose low-budget giant monster 
films regularly featured grasshoppers, 
spiders, and lizards as shoddy and un- 
convincing special effect 'giant mon- 
sters,' committed his most excessive 
abuses during the giant rat sequence 
of THE FOOD OF THE GODS 
(1977); hordes of rats are burned, 
drowned, and (in an extraordinarily 
gruesome shot) one has its brains 
blown out in the foreground of one 
effects scene. Somehow, the fantasy 
narratives and the rarely-believable 
special effects distance the viewer 
from the real pain behind such shock 
effects the integration of live 
animals and live actors indulging in 
genuine on-camera brutality, how- 


ever, is not as easily ignored or for- 
given. 

How do the cast and crews of 
these films feel about these genuine 
mutilations and deaths? An inter- 
view with Ruggero Deodato in L’ 
Ecran Fantasti que No. 19 finds the 
director justifying the footage in 
CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST by 
claiming he only filmed tribal rituals 
and that the South American Indians 
then ate the animals' flesh (see John 
Waters' quote below). However, the 
two sequences of animal butchery 
that remain in the cut U.S. prints do 
not involve the natives at all, the 
most harrowing being the capture 
and evisceration of a live tortoise 
by the sadistic 'pseudo-documen- 
tary' filmmakers. At one point, 
one of the cameraman pretends to 
lick at the stump of one of the 
turtle's severed limbs, gleefully mug- 
ging for the camera with the grue- 
some trophy, followed by a shot of 
the script girl vomiting in the brush, 
which may have, indeed, been the 
actress's reaction to the grisly pro- 
ceedings. CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST 
assistant director Lamberto Bava 
reportedly left during the filming 
of this notorious sequence. Unable 
to stomach what was to come, 
Lamberto wandered a ways into the 
jungle to smoke a cigarette until the 
sequence was over. 

On the other hand, cinemato- 
grapher Nestor Almendros has 
warmer memories of filming a similar 
sequence for Barbet Shroeder s THE 
VALLEY OBSCURED BYCLOUDS; 

”, ..in the key scene where the 
pigs are slaughtered and their flesh 
sliared out and devoured, there were 
times when our world and theirs (the 
New Guinea Hagen tribe) were magi- 
cally harmonized. The camerawork 
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c than liwre to 
ttcc iit. i A Man With 
A CacKn . Fir"—. Straus A Gboux. 

SX 10^. pe 

.‘VbiMftitKis fdt ih« kiBui^ ««fv 
Dot shanng in a mume 

tnb«l ntual ind actualh eating d»e 
meat The ananak are eaten in 
CANNIBAL HOUXAl'ST as 
Ntt the deaths are unduh' painful 
and apparenih' stalled specifkaUs 
for the camera, whereas Shtv^der 
and .Abnendros were tlbrung an event 
that ii^bh' would have taken ptbce 
teiwdi^ and that served the ne^ 
of the tnbe 

The eating of an animal killed oo 
camera is also of^red as a juscitKa- 
rion b>‘ director John Waters when 
discussing his notorious 'chkken 
tuckine sequence in PINK FLA- 
MINGOS 

'lEven m\ cidt audiences think 
the scene was a little much. To the 
day I can't figure out the fuss. Before 
you tun otT to report me to the 
.ASPC.A. let me inform )-ou that the 
cast c\x>ked and ate this same 
chicken imntediately alter the 
nbning. tbeietote making it. well. 
tnonlN- ethical, if voo like... Don't 
most of the people who are horn- 
Red at this scene eat chicken" How 
do the>- ihuik it gets to their plates? 
..J got this chicken at a ‘freshh- 
kdled poultry ' store, so actually 1 
gave it a reprieve from death row. 
Not only did the chicken get 
'fucked.' so to speak, it also got 
famous in a movie to boot. We 
actually made the chicken's life 
better." (John Waters. Shock Value. 
Dea Delta. NY. 198 1 . pg - 

Mink Stole, who costaned m 
PINK FL.AMINCOS. offeied the 
same ratiuoai for the killing in a 
recent Fihn Threat uuerview: she ts 
also an animal rights activist 


In c«e of the esays :h* 
Bnteh paperback The Video 
iPkito Press. Lor.dr-. I9$4V easaykt 
Nigel -Andrews makes a smiiai iicu- 
ment: 


"...the refusal to watch or aB»« 
to be w-atohed ‘actuabiy foctige' ii 
animal slaughter -in ^rms or abat- 
totfs-represents the ruinj^ of a 
iQOtaJ bhnd e>e to the processes 
most of us endorse every time we 
pick up a piece of meat and put it a 
our mouths. Here, w hat the pro- 
censorship attitude says is ; it is not 
obscene to have ananals tailed; but 
It is obscene to watch anonab being 
killed. The Wtse Monkey, it seems, is 
alive and well and living m Britain. 

But w hat about the staging and 
execution of such sequeiKCS of 
animal pain and death as spectacle? 
It is ooe thing for fifannukets hke 
Georges Fran/s (with LA S.ANG 
DES Bt TES BLOOD OF THE 


BE.ASTS) and Frederick W»eman 
(With ME.ATl to bring the camera 
mto the slau^teihouse. it is ^e 
another to purposely hurt or kiQ an 
animal for a contriv^ story sequence 

.Actors involved with films that 
also relied upon animal death and 
mutdation have oiTen condemned 
directors for uUksuig such questaya- 
able tactics. While surring in In^nar 
Bergman's THE SERPENT S EGG 
(1977k actor David CamdaDf found 
his relationship with Bergman was 
seriously coniptvunised by suA an 
mcideni; 

"i fdt all the tme 1 was making 
that movie that I was tiearhng on the 
edge, that it was a srtetch that 1 d 
make for the sake of art. Up until 
the incident with the hvvse Berg- 
man said the same thing when he 
killed that horse He said it ««« 
okay because ii was for art. They 


go! the horse from the slaughter- 
house- He reasoneJ that the horse 
was dying anyway, and he thought 
the art was worth it. You were 
supjhised to see it die on screen, but 
the German SPCA wouldn't allow it- 
though they would allow him to kill 
it. Now. 1 pointed out to him that I 
thought a live horse was a much 
more artistic thing than a dead horse, 
Or a movie, for that matter. And he 
didn't see that. He actually felt that 
the art he was creating was more im- 
portant than life. Ingmar draws the 
line someplace, he doesn't kill people. 
He doesn't even make people feel 
unpleasant. But after that. I really 
felt different about my own atti- 
tudes. Bending my ideas about what 
I would do in a movie.. .is obviously 
a dangerous tiling to do." ("Another 
Evening with David Carradine" inter 
viewed by Paul Bartel, Take One. 
July, 1978, pg. 19) 

Klaus Kinski did a great many 
dangerous things for director Wer- 
ner Herzog's AGUIRRE, THE 
WRATH OF GOD (1972), but he 
was outraged at Herzog's victimisa- 
tion of an unwilling llama for the 
sake of his 'art': 

"Today he [Herzog] chains a 
llama lo a canoe and sends the llama 
and canoe crashing down the rapids, 
because it's in tlie plot-which he 
wrote himself! I find this out when 
it's loo late. The llama is heading for 
a whirlpool, and no one can save it. 

I can still see how it rears up in fear 
of death, ripping at the chains, 
trying to escape its horrible excu- 
lion. It disappears around a bend in 
the river, smashing against sharp 
reefs, drowning an agonising death. 

Now 1 absolutely despise this 
murderous Herzog. I tell him to his 
face that I want to sec him perish 
like llie llama he executed, He 
should be thrown to llie crocodiles 


alive!” (Kinski. All I Need Is Love: A 
Memoir . Random House. NY. 1988. 

pg. 202) 

Kinski goes on to invent more 
tortures he would subject Herzog to 
for his murder of the llama. Kinski 
may have perfomied some ultra- 
depraved sexual sadism for films like 
Jess Franco's JACK THE RIPPER 
(1971), but these were illusions, 
knowingly staged by paid actors and 
actresses- His outrage over the cruel 
murder of a helpless animal for the 
benefit of a film, a director's con- 
ceit, is genuine. ..the honest reaction 
of a sane man. Carradine. Kinski, 
and Lamberto Bava did not care to 
be unwilling accomplices to such 
atrocities, which they, indeed, be- 
come because of their involvement 
with the making of the films. We. 
loo, become accomplices to these 
acts as viewers, placing us as specta- 
tors in a morally grey area we do not 
otherwise inhabit. 

Although films like Tobe 
Hooper's THE TEXAS CHAINSAW 
MASSACRE-wherein the gruelling 
shooting conditions, long hours, 
and reek of the set pieces built of 
bone and meat reportedly made cast 
and crew members physically ill- 
may test the endurance of the 
filmmakers and the audience alike, 
they stiU depend on special effects 
and the creation of Illusory horrors 
for their impact. Once life is taken 
for the sake of cinematic shock 
effects, the direclor, Ills cast and 
crew, and the audience become 
accomplices to the staged atrocities. 
Much as 1 grudgingly admire Ruggero 
Deodato's accomplishments in THE 
LAST SURVIVOR and, especially. 
CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST, his but- 
chery of live anunals to realise his 
'vision' remains indefensible. 

STEVE BISSETTE 
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A scream queen and comedy 
queen from way back, B-movies’ 
sexy sweetheart, Mary Woronov, is 
also a fine, figurative painter and a 
very nice and personable person to 
boot, 

On her early days: “In high 
school, I played all the monsters and 
aU the men because there were no 
boys there and I liked it. The last 
monster I played was Godzilla, re- 
cently, in a theatre here [L.A.] ; they 
made a cardboard village for me and 
I destroyed it onstage. My first 
Warhol film was SCREEN TEST; 
they put me on a stool and put a 
camera three feet in front of me. 
Warhol walked over, turned the 
camera on and left. This lasted the 
length of a reel-, drey used different 
actresses, then spliced it all together. 
For MILK I just gave an actress a 
glass of milk every three minutes. I 
was this bizarre, untalkative artist; 
then I’d crack jokes but never speak 
to anyone. I’d just soak up things.” 

On ascending the underground: 
“1 was doing plays in New York and 
got enough of a reputation to do 
THE BOOM BOOM ROOM at Lin- 
coln Centerj that’s how 1 became 
above-ground, not through movies. 
After BOOM BOOM, I didn't want to 
do stage and started working out 
here for the Warhol of the West 
[smiles] Roger Corman. Paul Bartel 
called me from L.A. and said, Tf you 
pay your way out here. I think I can 
get you in this movie I'm doing for 
Roger Corman.' The Corman days 


were greatj they would just do any- 
thing-beg borrow, steal, eat ketchup 
and go without sleep-to do these 
movies. But it turned out these B 
movies became slices of a certain 
kind of American life. DEATH 
RACE 2000 was my first Hollywood 
film. I don’t really like playing 
bitchy parts but I liked my part in 
ROCK 'N' ROLL HIGH SCHOOL 
because she’s nuts. She's not just 
bitchy, she’s crazy. I’d much rather 
play that than any nice lady.” 

On getting naked: “I don’t 
Uke nudity on screen when it’s used 
as a come-on shot, like a tits and ass 
shot. That upsets me because I think 
you’re cheapening the audience. But 
if it’s a working part of the script, 
it doesn’t bother me at all.” 

On fave films: “There’s pieces 
of each film I like. I guess my 
favorite would be EATING RAOUL 


"I don't really like playing 
bitchy parts but I liked my part 
in ROCK 'N' ROLL HIGH 
SCHOOL because she's nuts. 
She's not just bitchy, she's 
crazy." 

because I had the most control over 
what I was doing. It was very much 
me. One of my favorites no one ever 
saw, HELLHOLE. They let me do 
all these bizarre lines, it was just a 
bizarre movie. Tliat scene with all 
the cafeteria trays cracked me up. I 


thini one of my funnier moments is 
my death in NIGHT OF THE 
COMET. The sunglasses were my 
idea and I asked them if I could talk 
about Christmas and stuff like that. 
She was wiggcd out! [Laughs] I 
thought TERRORVISION could’ve 
been much funnier. It was very 
forced and it was such a hard-edged 
joke against American suburban 
people that you hated those people. 
[Gerrit Graham and I] shouldn’t 
have done it. It’s the only movie 
where we weren’t allowed to see 
rushes.” 

On creating her art: “I’ve always 
sculpted and paintedj I’ve had gallery 
showings in New York and L.A. [My 
work’s] always been figurative, never 
abstract; it’s always been, in a bizarre 
way, narrative and kind of big [she 
paints large, muscular figures) . It’s 
an interesting power in movement. I 

can’t copy things. The drawing 
comes out of my mind so my figures 
have a very muscular way of being 
placed, because that’s how 1 under- 
stand the motion to do it, rather 
than copy someone in that pose. 
That’s why the bodies always have an 
expression of force and sexuality.” 

“As I’ve gotten older. I don’t 
like to look at really ugly things [on 
fdm]. Deformity tears me up, I 
don’t like it. I have trouble laugliing 
at it now, whereas before T used to 
think that crippled jokes were really 
fucking funny. All the slime and goo 
and all the bubbling bodies I don’t 
like to watch because 1 don’t think 
it’s pretty. And now, I find that 
even suspense movies I don’t care 
for; 1 don’t have the need anymore 
to gel that out of my system.” 


FILMOGRAPHY 
SCREEN TEST, MILK, CHELSEA 
GIRLS, HEDY LAMARR, 
24-HOUR MOVIE 
(for Andy Warhol, early ’60’s) 
KEMEK(1970) 

SILENT NIGHT, BLOODY NIGHT 
(1972) 

SEIZURE (1974) 

DEATH RACE 2000 (1975) 
HOLLYWOOD BOULEVARD 
(1976) 

ROCK ’N’ ROLL HIGH SCHOOL 
(1979) 

HEARTBEEPS (1981) 

EATING RAOUL (1982) 

NIGHT OF THE COMET (1984) 
HELLHOLE (1985) 
TERRORVISION (1986) 
NOMADS (1986) 

CHOPPING MALL/KILLBOTS 
(1986) 

BLACK WIDOW (1987) 
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Trans-Atlantic 
Terror Trends 


GRAHAM RAE 

Splatter cinema over (he ocean lias developed since 1978 In much the 
same way as in the U.S.A. -same nims.-same fandom .-same level of low- 
grade disgust from the uninformed. But since 1982, freedom in British 
splatter cinema (and video) has been living under the unchecked iron rule of 
an evil, vile menaco-Tlic British Board of Film Censors (sorry, Classification), 
These eagle-eyed stalwarts of justice and public decency have existed for 
decades, but it was only from roughly 1982 ()nwards> following an exagger- 
ated and scareniongering outcry from tabloid newspapers, various uninformed 
politicians, media types and watchdog groups, that they started to get lough. 
Every film released now since then has to have one of their blessed cortifl- 
cates: horror films arc usually rated '15' (PG-1 3 equivalent like 1 IIB GATE, 
MONSTER SQUAD) or '18' ('R' equivalent like HELLRAISHR. BRAIN 
DAMAGE). 

This stringent, fucked-up system has raised some inlercsting aiiomiihcs 
and contradictions. DAY OF THE DI'AD. unrated in the U.S.A,. was cut 
by 47 seconds (a finger-biting scene, some cannibalism and a couple ol 
other shots were excised) and released countrywide with an 18 ruling and 
the main deatlis more or loss intact. However. Tobe Hoopers unrated 
TEXAS (’HAINSAW MASSACRI'! 2 was refused a release along with sixteen 
other gore films in 1987. witli censor Jim Forman claiming that the version he 
saw of TEXAS CHAINSAW 2 was ’over tlie top.' Rhodes and lus men being 
pulied apart In DAY OF THE DEAD arc mucli more graphic than most ot 
the material in TEXAS CHAINSAW 2; It makes any guremuriger wonder It 
these idiots liavc a cohesive policy towards horror lilins that applies across 
the board. 



One startling (and just plain fucking stupid) practice that the BBFC 
f^fuU>’ indulges in is cutting scenes from cinema releases for their home 
video release. There seems to be no logic in this system; gorehounds are left 
shaking their coDeclive heads when scenes from films that they saw in the 
cinema (like part of a hammer murder from HELLRAISER or a shot of the 
Pretorious monster fondling Barbara Cramplon’s breasts in FROM BEYOND) 
arc now missing. John Carpenter's mainstream adventure BIG TROUBLE IN 
LITTLE CHINA had a scene cut for video release and was moved up a rating 
from "PG' to '15.' Even fucking CROCODILE DUNDEE was cut for video 
release, for Christ’s sake! And tl^ is the type of thing that the British Video- 
gram Association take out full-page adverts in daily newspapers crowing 
about! Lo^c there? You find it. I defy you. 

Another inadious practice curtailing cinematic and video freedom is the 
advent of the Video Packaging Review Committee (VPRC) and the Adver- 
tising Viewing Committee (A VC). These two interlinked organisations 
actually censor film posters and video boxes, claiming they are 'on view to 
everyone' (wonder when they’ll get around to censoring horrific book 
covers?). Thus, the Elephant Video re-release of Lucio Fulci's HOUSE BY 
THE CEMETERY (minus ten minutes from the original release, which was 
already cut) found itself banned until it removed a thin red line of blood 
from the illustration of a knife-wielding ^oui on the cover. The re-release of 
Anthony Richmond's THE LAST HUNTER with David Waibeck had to 
remove a picture from the back cover. And, strangest and most offensive of 
all, the British RE-ANIMATOR poster had its 'Herbert West has a perfectly 
good head on his shoulders.. ’ catchline removed and the face(i) erased from 
Doctor Hill's decapitated head in the tray. Fucked up doesn't even begin to 
cover the logic here. Barker with SedoWasochsts from Beyond the Grave 



When the Creeping Dead 
devour the living flesh ! 


ZOMBIE 


ErEEPING 


E6IJ 



But the story here is, as always, about money. In a country where films 
like DAY OF THE DEAD and THE FLY can get into the top five films, it is 
important that the more violent epics are cut down to make them more 
palatable for public consmnption. Britain doesn't normally have the chance 
to watch unrated films wlfich might play some of the smaller American 
cinema chains (as did DAWN and DAY OF THE DEAD, RE-ANIMATOR, 



BRAIN DAMAGE, Obviously 
etc.), which does not make for a healthy independent horror viewing, as 
might be imagined. But, strangely enough, occasionally a film will be re- 
leased in Britain that contains more scenes than the same version of the 
film circulating in the U.S. or Europe. BRAIN DAMAGE suffered only 
one small cut in the 'Elmer blowjob' scene and DREAM DEMON included 
three scenes cut for stateside release. However, these freak occurrences are 
few and far between (to say the least) and for about 95% of the time, the 
splatter fan will have to make do with the cut film. Unless, of course, you 
are a member of British underground fandom. 

British underground fandom is an interesting and heartening phenome- 
non. While the horror unwashed would be content with a film being cut or 
banned, there exists a hard-core few hundred fans, led by fanzines like 
Shock Xpress, Samhain, Rats In The Cellar, Pieces of Mary, etc., that seem 
to have a Dead Kennedys-inspired 'trying to rub us outjbut we're going to 
survive' attitude towards their gore viewing habits. They are continually 
upgrading and swapping their collection in order to savour and allow others 
to savour the full meaty flavour of such illegal gore epics as BLOOD- 
SUCKING FREAKS. EATEN ALIVE BY THE CANNIBALS. DOCTOR 
BUTCHER M.D,. BURIAL GROUND, etc. This is a scene mirrored by a few, 
brave souls in countries like Finland (where every single '18' film Is banned!) 
and Germany (where even BEVERLY HILLS COP is cut) and it is amazing 
Ikiw quickly copies that are sub-standard, subtitled, limecoded or that may 
Contain inserts that turn to black-and-white can be adjusted to when it is 
the only way you are going to gel to see a filni- 
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Fawuflle meeting places for fans «ie splatter film conventions, of 
which there tie two or three every ye.st. In 1«8«. there were both the Leeds 
Horror l ilm Festival and the second .Shock Around The Clock festival (spon- 
sored by Shock Xpres-s and London's Forbidden Planet bookshop) in the 
Scala cinema in IVntonviUe Rond, london. 

The leeds Honor F'ilni Festival, held on October 14ih. included the 
Bntisli premiere of Wes Craven's 'IHF SF.RPF.NT AND THfi RAINBOW, us 
well as hav.ntt double bills like NOSFF.RATU and THF CABINET OF DR. 
CAl KlARl a Roger Cotm.an lecture and a double bill of his fihns.THE 
liNDI'AD and Till' FALL OF THF HOUSE OF' USHER, and a John Carpen- 
ter double bill of CHRISTINE and THE THING, amongst other goings-on. 

The Shock Around The Clock fcslivnl's 1088 bill comprised eleven 
tllnis SLUGS Jorg Biittgcroit's controversial German cat-killing and 
corpse-fucking epic NFKROMANTIK. Buddy (COMBAT SHOCK) Giovi- 
naAo’s vampire shoil JONATHAN OF THE NIGHT. MANIAC COP. THE 
HIDDEN. IHE UNHOLY. HOLLYWOOD CHAINSAW HOOKElp (which 
was released on British video after having been cut and the word 'chainsaw' 
removed from its title). THE SEVENTH SIGN. INVASION OF THE BODY- 
SUCKFRS (aka BLUE MONKEY). 076-EVlL. THF UNNAMABLE (never 
was a nim title more true to film content) and WAXWORK- This was inter- 
spersed by the appcai.incc of such horror luminaries as Clive Backer. Jorg 
Buttgereii. Sh.iun Hutson. Ramsey Campbell and FX man Bob Keen. A 
highly fun event by all acciuints. allowing beet drinking Ians troni all over the 
country to come together and watch some uncut (the Scala has a special 




Moin Metaphors - STREET TRASH 
licence allowing it to show uncut material) gore epics and have a laugh. The 
third Shock Around The Clock festival (it started in 1987 with films like 
the uncut STREET TRASH and NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 3) is due 
in the last week of July, 1989. By then, 1989 had already played host to 
Black Sunday, a ten film festival held in Central Manchester on January 29th 
with films like LAIR OF THE WHITE WORM. FRIGHT NIGHT 2 and DEAD 
HEAT and with appearances by FX man Bob Keen, writer Peter Atkins, etc. 
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TTiese festivals are normally the only chance splatter fans will have in 
Britain to get together^ the rest of the time they have to be content swapping 
copies 01 looking for gore epics on the shelves that were released in pre-video 
nasty days. Mondo movies like FACES OF DEATH, SHOCKING ASIA. etc. 
are not generally favoured in fan circles. Most of these films were never 
released on video, even before strict BBFC legislation. In fact, the original 
FACES OF DEATH had half an hour cut from its running time and the only 
other mondo movies ever released were SHOCKING ASIA and BRUTES 
AND SAVAGES, animal killing and llama fucking atrocities. 

There is a strong cut-throat market throughout Britain for original 
video tapes released before BBFC regulations took effect. Films like DRIL- 
LER KILLER, CANNIBAL FEROX, ZOMBIE FLESH-EATERS (aka 
ZOMBIE), BLOODY MOON, TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE, CANNIBAL 
HOLOCAUST, ABSURD. FOREST OF FEAR and NIGHT OF THE DEMON 
(1981 version) are all in great demand. Scotland seems to be the best place to 
find ex-rental horror films (often over five years old) and the cheapest too. 
A film like CANNIBAL FEROX (aka MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY), occa- 
sionally available on Scottish shelves for four pounds (S6) can retail in Lon- 
don for about ninety pounds ($160). Indeed, sometimes English gore fans 
will travel hundreds of miles to Scotland just to buy up original tapes which 
they can either resell at an exorbitant profit or drive their friends into fits 
of jealous tears or suicide with. cannibal ferox 




NIGHTMARE - No Brains But Plenty of Guts 

It seems ironic that one other highly sought after original tape, Romano 
Scavolini's NIGHTMARES IN A DAMAGED BRAIN (aka NIGHTMARE ), 
uses quotes from two daily newspapers to help sell it to audiences. Ironic in 
that these two newspapers, along with others, forced mutilation fans under- 
ground with their extensive, hyped 'video nasties' campaigns. These cam- 
paigns helped force the destruction of some tapes in the early '80 s and the 
censorship of others onto new paranoiac heiglits- The tabloids only have to 
wave the words 'video nasty' in front of their readership and a general outcry 
ensues. These stupid, misled fuckers perpetuated the Michael Ryan/KAMBO 


image, where it was made out that Hungerford mass murderer Michael Ryan, 
who kiUed sixteen people including himself in 1987, watched a constant diet 
of violent videos before going over the top and imitating his supposed “hero,' 
Sylvester Slailone in the RAMBO films. It has actually been proven that 
Ryan did not own a video recorder and probably didn't even watch the 
television too much (not that he'd get much stimulation there; when films 
like John Carpenter's CHRISTINE have been shown on Britain's screens in 
the past, it is not unknown for them to have had every single act of violence 
and obscenity cut from them). But the general public has had the 'nasty' 
theory Pavloved into them for so many years now that every time a supposed- 
ly violent video-inspired atrocity takes place, they call for new and tougher 
measures. RAMBO 3 had over a minute removed from it for British release 
(for 'glamorous' use of weaponry and violence); the censor admitted freely 
that it was being penalised like this simply because it was a RAMBO film. 

It seems that fickle public opinion comes into censorship of films just 
as much as any cohesive policies the BBFC may have. Of course, public 
tolerance of horror films is not helped any when uninformed people like 
Prince Charles say groundless things Hke there is now in Britain 'an incessant 
menu of utterly gratuitous violence on both cinema and television, especially 
television and most particularly videos.' Cliched diit like this, totally ig- 
noring government legislation in the last six or seven years, merely helps to 
perpetuate the myth that 'video nasties' actually exist in Britain anymore. 
You would be forgiven for thinking that gore epics still went uncut in the 
Britain of the '80 's to hear Prince Charles ramble (and just how much a mem- 
ber of the royal family knows about violence in videos, television and the 
cinema is anybody's guess you're hardly likely to run into them in your local 
video shop, are you?). day of the dead 
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Thf ciuse of hotroi ftlimnjiking has been lovivctl by the making 

of thiec films m Biilatn over the course of 1987 and 1988. namely Clive 
Barker's HEl.l RAISFR and HEl LRAISI-R HFLLBOUND (directed by 
Tony Randel) and Harley Cofcliss' DREAM DFMON. which was not well 
received generally, 

HFl.lRAIsi'R came about almost by accident. Barker, who had long 
been disgusting fans of his six volume BOOKS OF BI OOD series by having 
Marilyn Monroe shove gouged^out eyes up her cunt, shrouds coming to life 
and ripping people's guts out of iJieir nwuthsj etc., was a teeny bit pissed 
off when he saw the results of the first two films made from his work 
UNDFRWORLD (19S6» aka TRANSMUTATIONS) and RAWHEAD REX 
(1987) were generally ridiculed, so Barker decided it was time he took a 
shot himself. Ho got some money front New World on the strength of his 
reputation and made HELLRAISER. a low-budget film (whose budget was 
upped when New World was pleased with the footage they saw during pro- 
duction) which he intended as a showcase for what he could do and a spring- 
board for what he could accomplish with a higher budget, The result was a 
hit with both genre fans and the general public alike and facilitated the 
making of HFLLBOUND. which Barker only wrote due to publishing time 
restrictions. 

HFLLBOUND (1988) expands on the story of the first film, with a bel- 
ter budget and a more epic feel. The surviving character gf the first film. 
Kirsty (Ashley Laurence) sees a vision of her dead father who is in hell (or 
what she thinks is her father) and endeavours to secure his release- The result 
is two hours of pure gory mayiiem which leaves the door open for the third 
film in the HELLRAISER trilogy. HELL ON EARTH, which is already in 
production. 

Barker' no-holds-barred approach to horror has generated problems bet- 
ween himself and the censors. The first film had about a minute removed 
from it (which Barker says actually helps the film, strangely enough) and the 
second had to he submitted four times to the MPAA in order to rid itself of 
a dreaded 'X' rating. It lost two minutes in the process and it seems fairly 
obvious that HELLBOUND's baby auto mutilation (a child sits and sews up 
its Ups with a needle and thread), gouged eyeball juggling, razor self-mutila- 
tion and 'unscheduled amputations’ on a waid full of patients in an insane 
asylum in the uncut version didn't curry very much tjivour with the old 
scissot-happy MPAA bunch. Baikcr is looking to have the film released 
unrated in the U.S.A. on video hopefully this will be the case. This isii t just 
some cheap little slasher flick and Batker himself has said he isn t just trying 
to kill 'the twelve best looking California youths’ in his films. But it seems, 
as always, that there are tliose who just can't see beyond the red. 

It appears that there will never be a real understanding of horror films 
among the general public, censors and critics (like Barry Norman, a topie- 
hensihie cynic who hosts u show called Film '.‘•9' on British televi.'ion and 
who had mouths every horror tiliu he reviews, no mattei how good they are 
geneially accepted to be) until fans can find a w.i} ot convincing them that 
not all splatter films involve naked, scieaming women being mutilated by 



lELLBOUND Uncut 


power-tool weilding mask-wearing psychos. At least, no 
suggest to a modern connoisseur of sanguinary sp ag ‘ 
arriike this is the equivalent of slating that television hasj 
sound and colour. The horror genre luis transmogrified 



TOBE HOOPER S FILM OF 


moving in tune with the times in a stimulating and exciting way that few 
other genres have Itad the nerve energy or inclination to. FRIDAY THE 
13th clones have (more or less) disappeared to be replaced by monster 
epics (ALIENS, THE BLOB remake), possession pics (RETRIBUTION, 
976-EVIL), dream reality films (the NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET series', 
BAD DREAMS), just plain bad taste (STREET TRASH, TOXIC AVENGER) 
or any other number of ways of fUmmaking that don't involve wondering 
how long the scantily-clad female camper can run through the woods before 
being caught and killed. 



Bui stU], thr tiinvwiincv ci^ntlnucs. Gb!i|iow'» city father* have haimeU 
fowvw jhiwinps of THF TFXAS CHAINSAW MASSAf'RI-, Ken Ru5*eir» 
TTH- DFVIUS. and nwM ludkious of all. MONTY PYTHON’S I IFH OF 
BRIAN’ A phone line lelated to the Robert Fn]|1und film ‘J7ti>KVIl. In- 
vitinit callers to take part In a fantasy adventnie based on the nim. was 
slated by tabloid newspapers as ‘eiianiraninH children to call up demons.’ 
fl’m iKM making this up! No shit, honest. It would he funny If it wasn't so 
pathetic.) In the Scsdtish town of Falkirk, an application by n local cinema 
to have a late-ni^t screening of THF BXORCIST was blocked by the local 
council, who were wvutled that viewers might come out of the film with 
'strange thoughts on their minds.' Patronising nod olTenslve or what? '1 
persirnally don’t think we sitould show this kirid of tllm late at night.’ n 
couivciiior is quoted as saying Even when it was pointed out that nearby 
Glasgow had had a late night showing of the Him with no problem, coun- 
cUiors refused to drop their self-righteous stance and refused to iillow the 
showing to go ahead. Same old ignorance, same old ludicrousness. I don't 
know about the councillors, but I for one have seen Ihe film and don't feel 
any particular need to dig up graves, sacrifice virgins whilst chanting obscure 
Latin verses or fuck goats in a horior film induced Satanic ritual. Neither. 
I'tl wager, would most ordinary, thinking individuals. Maybe the councillors 
were seated that their secret would come out if Hie film was sliown. Who 
knows? 

One thing's for sure, though. Until a lot more people wake up and realise 
that the horror film is a valid cinematic fonn (and 20% of video roiUals In 
1988 were horror films) as opposed to something perverts wank otT lo. lhat 
fans of eyeball-poking /omhies. mud doctors, dick-rlppliig demons and spade- 
wielding scientists will get the siilt end of the stick In any 'why do you watch 
this rubbish’? Yoii're sick!' argument with the ununointed, .self-righteous, 
pretentious clowns the world over who haven't got a fucking clue about hor- 
ror films and their fans. But just think of it this way. At least we aren 1 
being subjected to the real horror of a Tom Cruise or Meryl Streep film, hull? 
Scary thought, isn't it? 


(1 would like to thank Stephen Scniilan. Tony, Stephen Hull, Andiew Card- 
net. Greg Lamb, Chris and Fcim and all my correspondents for helping to 
keep the blood flowing, as well as for rcscarcli purposes.) 



HORROR FILM CASSETTES IN U K CONSIDERED SUITABLE 
FOR PROCEEDINGS UNDER S.2.GJ*. ACT 
(AS OF MAY, 1988) 

ABDUCTED 

ABSURD (Uncut Version Only) 

ANTHROPOPHAGOUS THE BEAST (aka THE GRIM REAPER) 
AXE (aka CALIFORNIA AXE MASSACRE) 

BEAST IN HEAT 
THE BIG RED ONE 
BLOOD BATH 
BLOOD FEAST 

BLOOD RITES (aka THE GHASTLY ONES) 

BLOODY MOON 

blue EYES OF THE BROKEN DOLL 
CANNIBAL APOCALYPSE (aka CANNIBALS IN THE STREETS) 
CANNIBAL FEROX (Uncut Version Only) 
CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST 
CANNIBAL MAN 
DEVIL HUNTER 
DON’T ANSWER THE PHONE 
DON’T GO IN THE WOODS ALONE 
DRILLER KILLER 
EVILSPEAK (Uncut Version Only) 

EXPOSE 

FACES OF DEATH 
FIGHT FOR YOUR LIFE 
FOREST OF FEAR 
FROZEN SCREAM 

ANDY WARHOL’S FLESH FOR FRANKENSTEIN 
GESTAPO’S LAST ORGY 
HOUSE BY THE CEMETERY (Uncut Version Only) 
HOUSE BY THE EDGE OF THE PARK 
I SPIT ON YOUR GRAVE 
ISLAND OF DEATH 
LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT 
LOVE CAMP 7 
MADHOUSE 

MARDI GRAS MASSACRE 
NIGHTMARES IN A DAMAGED BRAIN 
NIGHT OF THE BLOODY APES 
NIGHT OF THE DEMON (1981 Version) 

SNUFF (aka SLAUGHTER) 

SS EXPERIMENT CAMP 
TENEDRAE 

WEREWOLF AND THE YETI 

ZOMBIE FLESH EATERS (aka ZOMBIE. Uncut Version Only) 
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He has been called the new 
Roger Corman, turning out an 
amazing amount of product in a 
short amount of time. 

On his inspiration: “My folks 
wouldn’t let me watch horror 
movies and, by the time they did, I 
O.D.’ed on ’em. I think FAMOUS 
MONSTERS had a lot to do with 
it; I think I wanted to make films 
just because I liked monsters and 
monster movies.” 

On his 70-minute, l6mm THE 
BRAIN LEECHES: “A good title 
but a lousy movie about these 
aliens that look like bugs that get 
inside people’s heads and turn them 
into zombies. It was pretty silly.” 

On ALIEN DEAD; “It was a lot 
of fun because we didn’t know what 
we were doing. We were able to fly 
Buster [FLASH GORDON] Crabbe 
in for a couple of days outside 
Orlando, Florida, and the local 
authorities gave us police cars and 
uniforms. We got the key to the city 
to make this little horror movie.” 

On SCALPS; “One of those 
really cheap things. My brother 
John daydreamed the story on a bus. 

We thought it’d be the cheapest 
movie ever made-six kids, a station 
wagon and a tent. I think the total 
cost was $15,000.” 

On BIOHAZARD, his first in 
35mm; “I wanted to show people 
I could actually make a good pic- 
ture. 1 had a pretty good monster 
suit [donned by his young son 
Chris] and Angclique [MAD 
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DOCTOR OF BLOOD ISLAND] 
Pettyjohn and [the late] Aldo Ray 
[no relation] were in it.” 

On THE TOMB: “We used the 
temple set from that INDIANA 
JONES blue jeans commercial. We 
blew up planes, flipped over cars, 
set people on fire, had rotoscope 
animation effects and created this 
bug which crawls under the skin and 
gets on people’s hearts. It was a real 
comedy when we were doing it then 
(the distributors) cut as much 
comedy out of it as they could. 

PIUSON SHIP/STAR SLAM- 
MER was scripted in ten days, pre- 
produced in three weeks and shot in 
two. Its guard uniforms were from 
GALAXY OF TERROR, weapons 

'The fact I work a lot only 
indicates I'm doing a good job 
and am in demand. Our films 
are professionally made and 
acted and provide quali^ on 
schedule and on budget.' 

from SPACEHUNTER, vehicles from 
LOGAN’S RUN and the prison girls’ 
costumes are doctored-up FLASH- 
DANCE sweats from Zody’s depart- 
ment stores. “Ross Hagen’s wonder- 
ful as the vilJian [it also stars Dawn 
Wildsniith, Mrs. Fred Ray]^ it’s 

meant to be taken very lightly, 

ARMED RESPONSE was a slick 
action-adventure which 
good reviews from Variety and Trie 
Los An g eles Times- “Michael Berry- 


min'j I ica] sweet guy who likes to 
work- David Carradine’s very mucli 
an artist and Lee Van Cleel’s very 
nice, with a wonderful sense of 
liunior." 

On filming action: ”1 always 
shoot stunts from four angles and al- 
ways pul a camera right in the path 
of where the stunt car’s supposed to 
hit. then undercrank the camera to 
get the slow spin of the car as it goes 
througli the air.” 

The equally slick CYCLONE 
starred Robert [COUNT YORGA, 
VAMPIRE] Quarry. Martine [DR. 
JEKYLL AND SISTER HYDE] 
Beswickc. ex-Bowery Boy Huntz 
Hall ["a very nice guy and very 
funny”] and Heather [FALL GUY] 
Thomas [“without a doubt, the 
toughest person I’ve ever had to 
work witli”] . 

On the “schlockmeister” label: 
“I resent that a lot. The fact I work 
a lot only indicates I'm doing a good 
job and am in demand. Our films 
are professionally made and acted 
and provide quality on schedule and 
on budget. 

"My folks wouldn't let me 
watch horror movies, and by 
the time they did, I OD'ed on 
'em. I think FAMOUS 
MONSTERS had a lot to do 
with it; I think I wanted to 
make films just because I liked 
monsters and monster movies." 

He feels COMMANDO SQUAD 
is “my most cut-ancl-run exploitation 
picture. I’m not very fond of it,” and 
likens HOLLYWOOD CHAINSAW 
HOOKERS to “im AIRPLANE! ver- 
sion of run TEXAS CHAINSAW 
MASSACRE. It’s absolutely insane 
with lots of blood, midiiy and 
chainsaws,” 


FILMOGRAPHY 

THE BRAGS LEECHES 
ALIEN DEAD/IT FELL FROM THE 
SKY (1979) 

SCALPS (1984) 

BIOHAZARD 
THE TOMB (1985) 

COMMANDO SQUAD ( 1 986) 
PRISON SHIP, THE 

ADVENTURES OF TARA 
(1986) 

ARMED RESPONSE (1986) 
CYCLONE (1987) 

DEEP SPACE (1987) 

HOLLYWOOD CHAINSAW 
HOOKERS (1987) 

BEVERLY HILLS VAMPIRE (1988) 
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' Have you never wanted to do anything that was dangerous? Where 
would we be if nobody tried to find out what lies beyond? Have you never 
wanted to look beyond the clouds and the stars? Or. to know what causes 
the trees to bud? And what changes the darkness into light? If you talk like 
that, people call you 'crazy.' Well, if 1 could discover just one of these things: 
what eternity Is, for example...! wouldn’t care if they did think I was crazy!" 

Colin Clive's speech from FRANKENSTEIN 


One paragraph. Eighty-five words. Yet, herein lies the driving inspira- 
tion for just about every horror film ever made. Could there be anything 
more horrific than man's search for ultimate knowledge leading to his ulti- 
mate destruction? In thousands of horror films, this plot line (plus a vast 
number of variations on it) represents the central theme. 

For over eighty-five years (one year for each word in the paragraph), hor- 
ror films have delved in the realm of Eco-Horrors and Bio-Hazards. Horrors 
brought about by man's tampering with other planets. Everything from 
reviving the dead to splitting the atom has eventually lead to man's and/or 
the environment's destruction. What can I say? We'll never learn. 

Welcome to the wonderful world of radiation poisoning, nuclear war and 
its aftermath, mad doctors and scientists, bizarre surgery, giant humans, bugs 
and reptiles, zombies, monsters, disease, parasites, drugs, freaks, nature on the 
rampage, and death. What fun! 
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I've divided my lists of eco-horror and blo-hazaid films into four distinct 
$ub-genre categories; 

1 . Man Made/Surgical/Rcanimation/Drugs/Psycliological ; 

Nuclear/Toxic/Poiluiion/Cheinicals/Pre- and Post-Armageddon; 

3 Freaks of Nature/ Animals and Insects on the Rampage; 


4. Outer Space. 

In many casas, the films crossed over from one sub-senie to the other. 
For exempli both THE BIRDS (1963) and BUG (1975) could be cons.de, ed 
tt.e tampagc" fibus; only m THE BIRDS, .t s never explamed 
■Iv they all eo huts whereas In BUG It's due to man s tampering with then 
Sogy So. you'll find THE BIRDS in Category 3 and BUG m Category 1 . 

aroid any further confusion (God knows It s confusing cnougli). well 
IScr ecmhoroor/bio-haaard films by thei, category n, the sub-genres I ve 
listed rather than the genre as a whole. 

MANMADE/SURGICAL/REANIMATION/DRUGS/PSYCHOLOOICAL 

For centuries, man has been notorious for playing around with 1* oot 

blolo^Jandecolo^fm^andmt^^^^^^^ 

‘^el h i I" Th“" We ate, by nature, inquMtive. This inquisitiveness has 
wifi, his J^93ira™ .Ta”plato of 

ed organs are sewn 

Sat“i"rhnC^:riti^^ 

g,eatCohnCEveasDr.Hertry"ItsAhve! Frankenstem. 

The FRANKENSTEIN story f ° a to 

most tried and true formuias. Ali one brain!), sew generously, 

Throw *7lll=°FEA(re°ENSTmN‘luto the film's title, and ainso...you ve 

mTu'tIfone need no. just sew “jr^dS »d"™eh^^^ 

You can do lots of damage by injecting se ^ , 

This plot line was used ad infinitum in fit . aUigators into Ills 

man mto an iJligato.t Shoot some serum iierived^lm";^ I 
system (THE ALLIGATOR PLOPL ’ MAN. Howling at 

spinal fluid will do the trick nicely ( turned Glenn 

the moon sound Intetestiiig? A nice snoi 

Stiange into THE MAD MONSTER (194-). 



RE-ANIMATOR 

One of the most quintessential "serum” horror films of all times has got 
to be Stuart Gordon's RE-ANIMATOR, a film adaptation of H. P. Lovecraft’s 
pulp short story series "Herbert West-Re-Aniraator." Filled to the brim with 
stunning "over-the-top" gore special effects (created by Tony Doublin, 
John Naulin and John Buechler) and first-rate performances (especially 
Jeffrey Combs as Herbert West), Gordon's film combines many horrific 
genre elements (mad doctors, drugs, dismemberment, sex, zombies) into 
one beautifuUy-realized, cohesive whole, (It's interesting to note that West's 
serum not only revives the dead, it also bonds them together psychically.) 
You'd be hard-pressed to find a film with a more perfect combination of 
gore, horror and comedy (and from Empire Pictures of ah studios) than 
RE-ANIMATOR. It remains the standout horror film of the '80's. 

The plot concept that is the King Daddy of all drug transformation 
stories is taken from Robert Louis Stevenson's classic tale of biological 
schizophrenia, "The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.' This story, 
filmed as far back as 1915 (the German silent film BIN SELTSAMER. FALL), 
has continued to be adapted and reinterpreted ever since. As with most 
classics, liberties have been taken with the basic story line to create new ver- 
sions with the same drug-induced transformation theme. 

DR. HEKYLL AND MR. HYPE (1980, with Oliver Reed), DR- JEKYLL 
AND SISTER HYDE (1971), DR. JEKYLL AND THE WOLF MAN (1971. 
starring Spain's answer to Lon Chaney, Jr., Paul Naschy In his ^ ^ 

Lobo role), and the recent JEKYLL AND HYDE-TOGETHER AGAIN 
(1982), an awful attempt at horror comedy that parodies the SU s arug 
culture. ... , , ,,,j- 

Another drug transformation classic thal continues to be milked to Uiis 
day is H. G. Weils' "The Invisible Man." The sequels 
ending, but none ever comes close to James Whale s wonderfu TH 
IBLE MAN (1933) with Claude Rains. 


In a cinematic world where ideas are continually rehashed and remade it 
is indeed refreshing to see the "drug” horror concept used in unique, original 
ways. In BLUE SUNSHINE (1977), writer/diiector Jeff Lieberman takes the 
LSD trip to new heights of depravity. The "Blue Sunshine" is a form of LSD 
that, when ingested, produces a delayed chiomosomal imbalance which 
causes baldness and turns the takers into homicidal maniacs. 

David Cronenberg’s DEAD RINGERS (1988) combines drug addiction 
with psychic cormections. Jeremy Irons is superb in this dark, disturbing 
story about twin gynecologists (both played by Irons) bound together by a 
psychic bond that they cannot pry apart. When one twin becomes addicted 
to drugs (depressed over his failed romance with Genevieve Bujold), the 
other, in an attempt to bring his brother back to the land of the living . also 
becomes addicted. (The drug-crazed brother creates a set of odd-^aped, 
ominous looking surgical tools that are used in an operation scene that had 
women cringing in their seats!) Cronenberg's film fits right in with the 
body of his work. It is yet another tale about the relationship between mind 
and body; only in this case, a sense of individuality is lost because we are 
dealing with twins. It's his most personal film to date. 

Cronenberg mixes psychology with biological horror in many of his 
films. In THE BROOD (1979), a form of science called "psychoplasmics" 
has people manifesting their emotional problems physically. In other words, 
you "give birth" to your trauma (in the form of "children of rage"). 
Samantha Eggar plays the mommy of these little monsters who develop 
from a tumor in her womb. They represent the tangible product of her 
neuroses "made flesh." From the look on her face, the afterbirth she 
so lovingly sucks up is m^ty tasty! 

In SCANNERS (1980), Cronenberg focuses his attention on the effect 
drugs have on future generations. A tranquilizer drug is responsible for the 
mutation of pregnant mothers and their offspring. These mutant children 
grow up with the ability to lock into another person's central nervous system. 
The result? Who could ever forget that mind-blowing (pun intended) liead 
explosion! Not to mention the climactic duel between evil scanner Revok 
(Michael Ironside) and hero scanner Cameron (Stephen Lack). Horror in a 
jugular vein. 

In many "drug horror" films, the drug is administered into animals as 
well as humans. A recent example of this story line can be found m George 
Romero's MONKEY SHINES (1988). Romero also mixes in a "psychic 
bond" angle, In the film, "Ella," a specially trained and genetically (thiou^ 
drugs) altered capuchin monkey, becomes the helpmate of a quadriplegic 
(Jason Beghe). Soon, a special psychic connection develops between man 
and monkey, with the monkey acting out all of her master s evil notions. 

In Ken RusseU's ALTERED STATES (1980), "drug horror' arid psy- 
chological horror" arc combined, creating one of the wildest plot lines ever 
put on film! Edward Jessup (William Hurt) is a psychophysiologist who con- 
ducts tests on himself by spending time in a sensory deprivation lank. In an 
effort to find his "original self," he experiments with drugs (Wayan mush- 
rooms)- His hallucinations become reality when he injects the drug and goes 
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mlo the Isohlran lank. He undergoes a genetic change and reverts back into 
a fonn of ^al tnan Uke a drug addict hooked on the experience he 

r"",''' ■"> embryonic state (hla 

onginal self ), In the final moments of the film, without warning Jesstin 
Changes into his embryonic form (a fantastic effect, courtesy ofDickSmithl 
and fights his way back, with help from his wife Emily (Blair Brown/ 
Typically, it is love that saves the day. Jessup realizes that human life and 
relationships are far more important than man reverting back to the moment 
of creation. 

Another film that deals with psychology, drugs and teenagers is the New 
Zealand production STRANGE BEHAVIOR (aka DEAD KIDS 1980) The 
stoiy takes place in a small town where students take part in a series of psv 
chological experiments that turn them into psychotic killers This refresMni 
ly original horror film, directed by Michael Laughlin (who oo-wiote the 
Kreenplay), mixes elements of teenage angst, slasher films and mad doctors 
(both male and female) into a unique whole (with a wild "twist" ending) 
The excefient cast includes Louise Fletcher. Scott Brady and Fiona LeiSs 
(who plays the sexy female mad doctor, complete with stiletto high heels 
and tight beehive hairdo. Growl.) It's one of the first horror films of the 
80s to feature brain-twitching, hypo-needle-inthe^iye shots! Laughlin 
1°™" •“ horaiige *0 '50's B-Movie science 

fiction, STRANGE INVADERS (1983). Where is this guy? 


Sometimes the "drug horror ' is all too real! In Wes Craven's THE SER- 
PENT AND THE RAINBOW (1988), we are plunged into the mystical world 
of Haitian voodoo. Based on the book by anthropologist Wade Davis. 
Craven’s film is a story about zombies, but not the flesh-eating kind. These 
zombies really do exist, created by drugs. Bill Pullman stars as a scientist 
studying Haitian voodoo rites and the drugs used to perform them. He learns 
about "zombification” (poisoning someone into a somnambulistic state that 
mimics death) and experiences it himself. The burial scenes with Pullman are 
the closest you’ll ever want to come to knowing what being buried alive is 
like. 

If drugs, serums and psychology aren't enough to get the job done, the 
next logietd step is surgery. "Surgical Horror" is a genre in and of itself, with 
many different varieties employed to cause an assortment of horrific results. 

One of the sickest "surgical horror" films of all times has got to be 
DR. BUTCHER, M.D. (1982). Here’s a film with something for everyone: 
zombies, cannibals, impalements. ..the works! But, it deserves its place in 
"surgical horror" history for its uncompromising scenes of brain surgery and 
amputations performed ^eefuUy by the good doctor (Donald O'Braiii). 
Never before or since have I ever seen a woman's head bone-sawed open! 

Another sicko production that lovingly lingers on scenes of disembowel- 
ment (with some necrophilia thrown in for good measure) is Italian director 
Aristide Massaccessi's BURIED ALIVE (1982). Instead of a mad doctor, we 
have a mad taxidermist who knows his "stuff." There's entrail yanking o' 
plenty. 

One of the most popular forms of "surgical horror" is the "animal 
changed into man/thing" motif. THE ISLAND OF LOST SOULS (1933) was 
the first (and still, the best) example of animal into man horror. Based on 
H. G. Wells' "The Island of Dr. Moreau," the film stars the great Charles 
Laughton as the mad doctor who grafts animals into men in his quest to 
speed evolution. The makeup effects are startling! Even Bela Lugosi (who 
hated being made up) looks like a convincing man-wolf mutation. 

THE ISLAND OF DR. MOREAU (1977) was a more modern attempt at 
adapting Wells' story. It starred Burt Lancaster as Moreau and featured the 
latest in prosthetic makeup effects. The first film remains the more effective 
of the two. 

Sometimes, man is turned into an animal. In SSSSSS (1973), mad doc- 
tor Strother Martin, who believes that cold-blooded creatures will one day 
rule the earth, surgically turns a man into a snake. And there s a whole slew 
of films from the ’60's where women are turned into reptiles and insects^ A 
brief list includes THE WASP WOMAN (1960), THE LEECH WOMAN (1960) 
andTHF,SNAKEWOMAN(1960). (I smell a metaphor.) 

In the Australian-produced horror film DEATH WARMED UP (18 h 
irans-craiiial surgery turns people into psychotic killers. Director Davi 
Blytb has a field day with gore effects tliat go way over the top. In one nram 
operation scene, an odd-shaped gray mass Is removed from somebody s Oram 
in very realistic detail. There's also plenty of grisly deaths, including spiKe 
impalements, axe hackings, and guns blowing brains out. Nice. 
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One of the most tried-and-true formulas used in "surgical horror" films 
is the "skin graft" foimula. In films of this nature, women are usually kid- 
napped by some mad doctor (or his deformed assistant) to be used as guinea 
pigs in their laboratory experiments, designed to bring back the lost beauty of 
the doctor's drlfriend. wife, daughter. Perhaps the best film of this kind is 
the French production LES YEUX SANS VISAGE (1959, aka EYES WITH- 
OUT A FACE or THE HORROR CHAMBER OF DR. FAUSTUS). This 
exceptional groundbreaking film is one of the first to show on-screen gore 
effects (we see skin being cut by a scalpel and removed from the face). It is 
exquisitely photographed and edited, but, most of all, it is hauntingly poetic. 
The scenes featuring the mad doctor's deformed daughter wandering the 
halls of his castle with a blank white mask on her face have a suneai, visually 
captivating quality. . r. x. ci 

Genetic mutation has been the drivmg plot line for many a horror film. 
The mutations can be achieved in a number of ways; drugs, chemicals, 
gene-splicing, teleportation, radiation, enzymes, hormones, even sonic waves! 
L some instances, the mutations occur by accident ; in others, they're deliber- 

In the Italian/Spanish NO PROFANAR EL SUENO DE LOS MEURTOS 
(1974, aka DON’T OPEN THE WINDOW, see sidebar for other titles), an 
insect-killing device that uses sonic waves, accidentally re-animates the dead, 
turning them into flesh eating zombies. Close to Romero’s NIGHT OF THE 
LIVING DEAD in story. DON’T OPEN THE WINDOW takes the_ allegorical/ 
political content of Romero's film one step further. The insect -killing device 
is government owned and the government controlled police officials (in 
typical authority figure fashion) refuse to believe what 's happening and spend 
more time busting the hero’s chops than finding a solution to the problem. 
Meanwhile, the ultrasonic waves continue to revive the dead (and, in a bnef 
but terrifying plot tangent, causes newborn infants to revert to violent canni- 
balism as well). This perfectly acceptable ecological science ficfion rational 
for the walking dead phenomena gives way to perverse quasi-religious inipu- 
cations as the dead awaken their corpse brethren by anointing their 
vrith the fresh blood of their victims, territory that hasn t been ^ojicl^d 
before or since. Plus, the excessive gore in the film predates DAWN OF 

Another film that deals with "pest control" horror is THE NEST (1 988). 
On an isolated island, experiments with a pesticide lead to a 
cockroach that begins to actively attack humans and cat their flesli. At tne 
end of the film, we see the "queen" of the nest (cockroaches don t ye 
queens, but, hey. who cares) which is an outsized mutant insect, partially 
composed of pieces of its human victims. It's different. 

For real cockroach shits and giggles, check out schlockmeister supreme 
William Castle's last film BUG (1975). Bradford Dillman plays a seientrsr 
who mates cockroaches with a new breed of fire-producing insect. Ihese new 
bugs become meat-eating cockroaches with a taste for eyeballs. 

Gene-splicing is the cause of much misery for Rod Steiger in 
KINDRED (1986). Steiger is a scientist who accidentally creates a tittle 
monster named "Anthony," who spits slimy fluid at everyone. 
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In SQUIRM (1978), electrified earthworms mutate, grow teeth and pop 
up everywhere! They also make loud, funny noises. There are some pretty 
horrific scenes (especially if worms turn you off) where they show up in 
people's food and coming out of sinks. 

In David Cronenberg's remake of THE FLY (1986), scientist Seth 
Brundle (Jeff Goldblum), in a drunken fit of jealousy, enters his teleporter to 
prove to his girlfriend (Geena Davis) that it can teleport flesh. As in the 
ordinal, a fly ends up inside with him. The rest of the film centers on Gold- 
blum's gradual metamorphosis. Chris Walas' Oscar-winning special effects 
help change Goldblum into "Brundlefly," a new breed of being that is the 
perfect combination of human and fly DNA- In the beginning, Goldblum 
doesn't realize what's happening to him. He feels like a new man-stronger, 
athletic and sexuafly prolific (it is during the initial stages of his mutation 
that he impregnates Davis). Eventually, he mutates into a hideous, pathetic 
creature. Parts of his body fall right off of him (he saves them in the bath- 
room cabinet, his "Brundle Museum"). As he gradually becomes another 
being, he documents his physical changes on video (including an amusing 
piece about how he digests liis food). Goldblum does an outstanding job 
(under all that makeup) conveying the emotional trauma Brundle is going 
through. His performance is filled with little memorable touches that make 
his plight seem all the more real (i.e., the way he twitches, the way he walks). 
When he reaches his full "Brundlefly" stage, it is up to Davis to finally 
destroy him. In the end, she is left with the last legacy of Brundle, the 
"Brundlefly" fetus she carries inside her. 

It is this infant that provides the focus for THE FLY II (1989), the 
sequel directed by makeup master Chris Walas. Eric Stoltz stars as Martin 
Brundle, the first human/fly offspring. Like his father before him, Stoltz 
gradually mutates into a "Brundlefly" being. In the opening sequence, the 
mother dies giving birth to a large cocoon-like sack that contains a seemingly 
normal baby. The scientists of Bartok Industries (the original investors in 
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Biundle's project) act as patents to the child (who s growth rate is that of a 
fly. In just five years, he is an adult .) As Sloltz grows. Bartok scientists try 
to figure out how to make Brundle's teleporter work (with the usual disas- 
trous results; including a mutated dog that, through the mayc of Walas' 
direction and FX team, actually gains our sympathy). Due to his advanced 
mind capacity. Stoltz is put in charge of the project and figures his father's 
machine out. When he discovers Bartok's evil plans for his father's creation. 
Stoltz goes on the rampage (at the same time, he reaches his "Martinfiy" 
maturity, destroying all the evil doers with many well-aimed sprays of "fly 
juice"). 

AH of THE FLY films from the 50 s, 60 s and 80 s are classic examples 
of how the best laid plans of mice and men can go completely hayvzire! And 
these are just accidents! Tilings really start getting hairy when the assorted 
mad doctors and scientists set out from the start to cause trouble. 

In Joe Dante's PIRANHA (1978), a mutant strain of man-oating piranha 
is being farmed at a secret army base for use in Vietnam. Naturally, the Utile 
suckers are let loose to wreak havoc. In the unofficial sequel PIRANHA II: 
THE SPAWNING (1981), director James Cameron (soon to gain fame with 
THE TERMINATOR and ALIENS) once again blames it all ort the military 
for developing mutant flying piranha that French kiss your face off 

Surgical implications give a new twist to the "living dead" angle in 
DEAD AND BURIED (1981), directed by Gary A. Sherman, with an excel- 
lent screenplay collaboration by producer Ron Shusett and Dan O'Bannon 
(the guys who wrote ALIEN). Jack Albertson (in his final role) stars as the 
mad mortician of Potter’s Bluff, a small coastline community in California 
that has been the scene of several murders (all people from out of town), The 
local sheriff (James Farentino) is called in to investigate the case of a Uaveling 
photographer who was attacked by a mad mob of locals, doused with gaso- 
Une, and set on fire! (In one of the film's most frightening moments, Faren- 
lino finds what looks like a burned corpse jammed under an overtur^d 
trucks suddenly, the mouth opens and lets out a blood-curdling scream, the 
guy was still alive!) As the film progresses. Farentino keeps bumping into 
people who are supposed to be dead. He soon discovers that Albertson has 
been experimenting with "reanimation," and that all the citizen ot Po er s 
Bluff hold a terrible secret (revealed in the twist ending). Hypodermic neeaie 
lovers will get a chubby during the graphic "needle in the eye scene, uc - 
In DEAD HEAT (1988), a couple of cops (Treat WUliams and Pis- 
copo) try to solve the mystery of a recent jewelry iieisl where the croo s r 
fused to die after being baiiaged with bullets. They re part of n aige corp 
ate experiment in raising the dead (headed by genre legend Vincent l riccj. 
Wlien Williams and Piscopo discover what's going oa. they stona nice s 
facility and WiUiains is attacked by a gianl muliinl and thrown ^ ^ 
wiiere he suffocates. Piscopo has him brought back to life, bu 
lion only lasts twelve bours. just enough time for them to spem > 
of the movie telling bad jokes (Williams' lust name m the 
it?), being attacked by roaiiiniaied slaughtered beef in a e . 

watching other tcaninialcd people full apart when their twelve houis is up. 
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And craOiiiiji ambulsmT^. etc Th? makeup FX ate jireat The screen- 
pla\ »'n't 

Sttanee things are Miml to happen when mad diKtors start playmg 
around with dtffeient dimensions. In Stuait Gordon’s F'ROM BFYOND 
based kuwely on H- P Lovectafl’s short story). Dr Pietorious i,Ted 
Si'iel) imt-nts the ResvMiaior. a machine that stimulates the pineal gland 
into seeing another malevolent dimension. The machine acts as a door to the 
sltnn cieaiutcs that inhahit it and they begin to pass through. Pietorious. 
who U alwa\s searching for the ultimate in sexual SJ4M pleasure, has his 
head bitten off bs one of the creatures (a scene that was shot but later cut 
frr.>in the final print). He becomes a new shape altering being |with FX 
PioviUed hy IVep Red favc. Mark Shostrom) who wants to suck In as many 
humans as’he can. |All the F‘X scenes are beautit\illy shot in a x-uricty of 
sharp bright cs'lors. counesy of cameraman Mac Ahlberg and his ability to 
nim Gordon's vision.) JciTrcy Combs plays Pretorious' assistant Crawford 
TiUinghsst who mutates later in the film, losing all his hair and walking 
around with his pineal gland sticking out of his head fhe later sucks a doctor s 
cveball out. When it comes to the ultimate nerve twitchirig gross out. the 
'Wes " have it ) The fibn also stars Barbara Crampton as a psychiatrist 
assigned to investigate Combs' sanity. Ctampton is sexually a^d by the 
Resomstor (due to Pietorious' infiuence) and gets into a bit srf b&hl herself. 
Ben Force (last seen m DAWN OF THU DFAD) plays Crampton s iwlice 
escort He has a terrific (and ridiculous) death scene. Although its no 
RF-\N1M \TOR. FROM BFYOND diws have its moments. 

The horrors within the films in this category, tot the most part, only 
affect a small circle of people. If it's mass panic you rc looking lor. the next 
category is for you! eiowlob; empire Of the ants m Vewr P.ni» 


NUCLEAR/TOXIC/POLLUTION/CHEMICALS/ 

PRE-ARMAGEDDON/POST-ARMAGEDDON 

It's not bad enough that we have the threat of nuclear war hovering over 
our heads everyday; we also have to deal with the many by-products of 
nuclear testing and their effect on our biology and ecology. Thanks a shit- 
load. Mr. Oppenheimer! 

I suppose the only light at the end of the tunnel is the creative ideas and 
"what if' concepts in horror and science fiction films that the nuclear ques- 
tion has given birth to. A wide range of topics have been explored from the 
effects of toxins and radiation on our present society to the state of the 
human race after the big bang occurs. 

The way we abuse our environment with all kinds of pollution (toxic, 
chemical, medical) has also provided writers and filmmakers vrith plenty of 
creative fodder. 

One of the first films to ever use an atomic explosion as a catalyst leading 
to the awakening of creatures is THE BEAST FROM 20,000 FATHOMS 
(1953), based on the short story "The Fog Horn" by Ray Bradbury. In it, 
a dinosaur is blasted out of its hibernation by an atomic explosion in the 
Arctic. The creature eventually makes its way to New York, causing mass 
hysteria. (There's a terrific shot of the creature grabbing a policeman and 
swallowing him whole.) The film features the magical stop-motion animation 
effects of Ray Hanyhausen (his first solo project). 

The basic story line of THE BEAST would be repeated the following 
year in the Japanese film GORJIRA (aka GODZILLA, KING OF THE MON- 
STERS, 1954), but with an added twist. Not only is the creature awakened 
by an atomic explosion, it is mutated into a radioactive fire-breathing mon- 
ster. GODZILLA was Japan’s cinematic exorcizing of the demons from 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Instead of an atomic bomb, it is an atomic monster 
that destroys an entire city (Tokyo). The scenes where the monster tramples 
through the city setting everything on fire are almost poetic in their destruc- 
tive beauty. Never has real estate been so lovingly destroyed (these scenes 
would be repealed again and again in over fifteen GODZILLA sequels). An 
allegory to the atomic age, GODZILLA would eventually become one of the 
world's most popular monsters (and buffoons in later films). He has made 
millions of dollars for Toho Studios. Director Inoshiro Honda would con- 
tinue to make films (usually featuring giant monsters) that had some kind of 
atomic/nuclear theme. The entire giant monster genre in Japan is known as 
the "Kaiju Eiga." 

Radiation from atomic bomb tests have brought about many animal and 
insect mutations (since most atomic testing is done in the desert, the crea- 
tures that inhabit it are the most vulnerable). In THEM (1954), atomic 
radiation mutates desert ants, causing them to grow into giants- Director 
Cordon Douglas cleverly keeps us in suspense as we wonder what caused a 
young girl, found alone in the desert, to go insane. All she can do is scream, 
"Them! Them!" A bizarre sound, a sort of humming vibration, is all we 
hear at first. When a group of scientists go out into the desert to investigate, 
the giant ants appear. They destroy the ants with poison gas. but the queen 
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escapes to Los Angeles to lay her eggs. Wlten the eggs hatch, things really 
gel out of hand. They’re all eventually destroyed by fire, fit's interesting 
to note that the hero, played by James Whitmore, dies near the end of the 
film. A decidedly un-HoUywood like ending.) The plot concept of giant 
ant mutations caused by radiation would be essayed again in EMPIRE OF 
THE ANTS (1977). If you’ve never seen it. count your blessings. 

A strange species of bug is brought to America via a South American 
plant in BLUE MONKEY (1987). When the insect is taken to a hospital for 
study, it escapes and is exposed to radiation. It mutates into a giant mantis- 
like bug and spawns several offspring. Director William Fruet pays tribute to 
the ’50's "giant bug" genre while incorporating '80's splatter and prosthetic 
FX (care of Mark Williams and Todd Foote). 

In SLITHIS (1978), radioactivity and organic mud from a nuclear power 
plant mix to create a large, slobbering, cannibalistic monster that goes on the 
rampage. The same thing happens in THE BEING (1982). An ALIEN type 
monster, bom of nuclear waste, stalks and slashes its way throughout the 
entire film. 

In many films, exposure to toxic waste is the mutation culprit. The dead 
are revived by toxic waste and become flesh-ealir^ zombies in MUTAf^ 
(1983). Radioactivity and toxic waste combine in creating the mutants 
found in C-H.U.D. (1984), which is an acronym for Cannibalistic Humanoid 
Underground Dwellers. They are fleshoting creatures that live in the sev-ers 
of New York. Further mutations are taking place by the dumping of radio- 
active waste into the sewers, turning the derelicts who live there into cannibal 
mutants. Tlie creatures (created by Ed French and John Caglione) are suit- 
ably gross and weird looking (with large bulbous eyes) and the tilm nuintains 
* scary atmosphere with wonderfully shot dark and forebe>ding s^.'enes in the 
sewers. Toxic waste is also the mutation culprit in SLUGS (1488). turnip 
the slimy little suckers Into man eaters (with some pretty gory F.X created by 
Dave Johnsem. Roy Kynrim and Pat Tantalo) 
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Although it’s never fully explained. I believe it is some form of toxic 
substance that melts all the winos in Jim Muro's and Roy Frumkes' STREET 
TRASH (1986). The excellent, multi-colored meltdcwns were created by 
Jennifer Aspinall. 

Producen/directors Lloyd Kaufmann and Michael Herz of Troma films 
created the first toxic monster super hero from New Jersey in THE TOXIC 
AVENGER (1984). It tells the tale of Melvin, a skinny nerd janitor at the 
local health club who is constantly tormented by a group of psychotic 
homicidal clients. One of the sexy psychos convinces Melvin to put on a 
ballerina outfit because it turns her on. She then leads him to a dark room. 
When the lights are turned on, Melvin, who thinks he's Idssing a girl, is 
actually kissing a goat and is teased by the entire health club clientele. In an 
effort to escape their taunts, he falls out a window into a large drum full of 
green, bubbling toxic waste (we're told Tromavilla is the "toxic waste capital 
of the world"). He mutates to twice his size and strength, becoming the 
Toxic Avei^er, complete with tutu and mop. The uncut version of the film 
contains many wacl^ (and wonderfully tasteless) gore effects. It also has a 
demented sense of humor (when Tox takes a piss, it comes out green and 
steaming). A sequel, THE TOXIC AVENGER, PART II (1989) has Tox 
going to Japan to find his father who turns out to be the devil. 

The Gutless TOXIC AVENGER II 


CLASS OF NUKE 'EM HIGH 

The toxic shenanigans continue in Troma’s CLASS OF NUKE 'EM HIGH 
(1986), which also takes place in Tromaville. A nuclear power plant radiation 
leak mixes in with some homegrown marijuana which causes the smokers to 
mutate and turn into zombies. There's also a toxic mutant creature that 
grows from a leak of chemicals into the high school basement. Toxic dope is 
also the cause of much misery in TOXIC ZOMBIES (1984). The local hippies 
who smoke the contaminated ganja become.-that's right, you guessed it... 
flesh-eating zombies. Don't bogart that arm Joint! 

In REDNECK ZOMBIES (1987), a large barrel of toxic waste accidental- 
ly falls off a truck and ends up in the hands of some local hillbillies who use 
the barrel to make hooch. Not realizing what's inside the barrel, they mix the 
contents with other ingredients and create a toxic alcohol that turns people 
into. ..all together now ...flesh-eating zombies. Director Pericles Lewnes uses 
the language of film in this videotaped production, creating many eye- 
catching camera tricks with some memorable gore effects. (Make sure you 
rent the unrated version. The R-rated version cuts out aU of the gore.) 

Chemicals and pollution can do just as much damage as radiation. A 
growth-inducing chemical aimed at producing food at a faster rate causes a 
spider to mutate and grow in TARANTULA (1955). Chemicals durn^d m a 
lake turned an ordinary octopus into OCTAMAN (1971). In DOOMWATCH 
(1972). chemicals dumped into the ocean poison the fish and cause anyone 
who eats them to mutate- In PHASE IV (1974), 

ants that have hypnotic powers and a deadly yellow poison. THE MlLPtl AS 
MONSTER (1975) is a spawn of pollution that terrorizes a small town. Fish 
are poisoned by pollution once again and go on the rampage in BARRA- 
CUDA (THE LUCIFER PROJECT. 1978). In PROPHECY (1979). mercury 
poUution from a lumber mill causes the local animal population to mutate. 
There's also the threat of human fetus mutation when the doctor (Robert 
Foxworth). sent to investigate the situation by the government, tlmks his 
present wife (Talia Shire) has been exposed to the pollution. In the Roger 
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Connan production HUMANOIDS FROM THE DEEP (1980), pollution 
creates a mutant strain of sex-hungry manflsh who viciously attack and 
ripe women (we even get to see the offspring in the bloody, stomach-pop- 
ping birth scene finale). The creatures were created by Rob Bottin. Pollu- 
tion is also the cause of amphibian attacks in FROGS (1972). 


In DAY OF THE ANIMALS (1977) and THE WILD BEAST (1983), 
man's tampering with nature (in the first film, it s the ozone layer, in the 
second. PCP in the water supply) is, once again, the cause of the attack. In 
KINGDOM OF THE SPIDERS (1977), many different species of spider 
devastate a small Arizona town after being mutated by insectides. In 
RATTLERS (1972), snakes in the Mojave Desert are exposed to nerve gas and 
run amok. 

Without a doubt, the best zombie film that has to do with chemical 
pollution is Dan O'Bannon’s directorial debut THE RETURN OF THE 
LIVING DEAD (1985). Based on an original story by John Russo, Russell 
Sreiner and Rudy Ricci (co-creatore with George Romero on NIGHT OF THE 
LIVING dead! ROLD abandons all previous "rules" as far as the living 
dead are concerned, creating (thanks to O'Bannon s screenplay) its own 
unique zombie mythos. The story centers around the Uneeda Medical 
Supply Warehouse, where several containers (shipped to the warehouse by 
mistake) conl^n the bodies of corpses once reanimated by a chemical called 
245-Trioxin. James Karen (in a terrific performance) tells new employee 
Thom Matthews that the movie NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD was ase 
on a true story! He explains, "Back in 1969 in Pittsburgh at the VA hospital 
there was a chemical spill. All that stuff kinda leaked down into the morgue 
and made all the dead bodies jump around as if they were 
"typical Army fuck up” that brought ihe cannistets containing those aeao 
bodies to the warehouse. When they go into the basement to view 



DEAD 

containers, Karen slaps the side of one, causing a leak. They're both knocked 
out by the fumes. When they awake, they're very sick (we find out later 
that they're dead). They also realize that the chemical has spread and awa- 
kened all the dead things in the warehouse (half-dogs, butterflies, a cadaver). 
When they try to destroy evidence by chopping up the cadaver and burning 
it in a crematorium, the smoke fumes rise, mix with a rain storm and revive 
the dead at the local cemetery. From this point on, the film goes into high 
gear, maintaining a flawless mix of horror and comedy. In O'Bannon's 
zombie world, tire dead don't lumber about, they run! They don't eat 
entrails, they only eat brains (it duUs the pain of being dead, we discover). 
They even talk! Things get so out of hand that it takes a nuclear bomb to 
end the zombie attack! Production designer William Stout and makeup 
supervisor WiUiam Munns give the film a suitably moody atmosphere with 
some neat zombie makeup (the tarman zombie is especially well done). A 
sequel, RETURN OF THE LIVING DEAD, PART II (1988) was made, but 
is best forgotten. It contains none of the charm, wit nor originality of the 
first film. Sequelitis strikes again! 

But enough about all these monster and zombie films! Let s talk about 
real horrors, the kind we live with everyday of our lives but try not to think 
about. I'm talking about the ultimate horrors., a nuclear meltdora or, God 
forbid, thermonuclear annihilation. This ain't no party. This ain t no disco. 
This is real serious shit. Films like THESE ARE THE DAMNED (1961), 
FAILSAFE (1964), and THE CHINA SYNDROME (1979) serve as grave ^e- 
Armageddon warnings that chill the heart. Movies like FIVE (1951), ON 
THE BEACH (1959), THE WORLD, THE FLESH AND THE DEVIL (1959), 
PANIC IN THE YEAR ZERO (1962), TESTAMENT (1983) and THE DAY 
AFTER (1983) address the problems faced by survivors of the big bang. 
There are, however, two films in particular, produced in Britain and aired on 
ihe BBC. that address this subject in a non-fictionalized manner. They lay 
the nerves bare. ^ 

Tire first, THE WAR GAME (1966), is a documenlary-style account ot 
the events leading up to and including a nuclear bomb being droppe on 
Britain. As we watch the horror taking place (the bomb dropping. Uie 
houses exploding, bodies burning, tlie effects of radiation), director cter 
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Watkins has his narrator read us the cold facts and statistics that represent the 
realities of nuclear war. As we gaze upon a glassy-eyed, burned pregnant 
woman, we hear, "This girl is pregnant. Because of her exposure to radiation, 
she has no idea whether her baby will be bom alive or dead. This. ..is nuclear 
war." 

The second, THREADS (1984), is the most realistic handling of the sub- 
ject to date. This semi-documentary revolves around the lives of a small 
group of people in Sheffield, England- Writer/director Mick Jackson mixes 
his tale of working class domestic problems (an unmarried girl is made preg- 
nant by her boyfriend) with a day-by-day account of troublesome world 
affairs (including a major Middle East crisis) that leads to nuclear war. The 
scenes of the bomb hitting are emotionally devastating. (I sat quivering and 
crying in my chair. No joke. Tears were running down my face as 1 prayed 
to God, "please.. -don't let this ever happenj') Once again, we see the ago- 
nizing death and destruction, the radiation poisoning, the struggle to survive. 
The fflm continues ten years into the future where we see the long-term 
effects of radiation on the survivors and the environment. Truly, THREADS 
is the most horrifying film experience one could ever imagine. 

So far. in our first two categories, we've covered films that deal with 
man-made eco-horrors and bio-hazards. The horrors in our next section ate, 
more often than not, perpetrated by an angry Mother Nature. 

FREAKS OF NATURE/ANIMALS AND INSECTS ON THE RAMPAGE 

Mankind has always been fascinated by freaks. For centuries, we've 
marveled at "the dog-faced boy," "the bearded lady," and "the fattest man in 
the world." When we gaze upon the deformed, we are repeDed.yet amazed. 
When certain animals and insects don't behave in their normal manner, we are 
puzzled and confused. These realities have provided filmmakers with plenty 
of creative fodder. , „ v a 

In .1,. n„nlmvT.i»l (to this davl film FREAKS (1932), liliector Tod 



DAMAGE (1988), a bizarre talking p: 
"hosts" to find him luiman brains to « 
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jecting ihem with a psychedelic, addicting drug. Since drugs are usually 
connected with young people, it's very unnerving to watch two old people 
(Hlmer's original owners) going through the tortures of withdrawal. (They 
he on the floor, scream, and froth at the mouth.) 

Other genre directors have delved in the realm of freaks. Tobe Hooper 
uses a split-headed freak, slasher style, in THE FUNHOUSE (1981). In David 
Lynch's ERASERHEAD (1978), all manner of freaks (deformed chickens, 
a woman with cancerous growth on her face, a mutant baby) exist in a dream' 
world of paranoia and despair. Director Buddy Giovinazzo also has a mutant 
baby (perhaps the result of Agent Orange poisoning) in his Vietnam horror 
film AMERICAN NIGHTMARES (aka COMBAT SHOCK, 1986). 

There are even films that explore the humanistic side of freaks, sans the 
horror movie trappings. ..THE ELEPHANT MAN (1980) and MASK (1986). 

Animal and insect freaks of nature have always made popular "monsters” 
in horror films. In most cases, a reason is never given for their attacks (it’s 
probably safe to assume that these creatures are just fed up with man's mis- 
treatment of the environment). In films like Alfred Hitchcock's THE BIRDS 
(1963) and Bruce Brinckerhoff's DOGS (1976), NIGHTWING (1979, kiUer 
bats) and IN THE SHADOW OF KILIMANJARO (1987, baboons attack), 
the animals just go nuts and turn on mankind. In one of the episodes of 
director George Romero's and writer Stephen King s CREEPSHOW (1982), a 
multitude of cockroaches attack E.G. Marshall. 

Some animals and Insects turn on us because it's in their nature to do so. 
In CUJO (1983, based on the novel by Stephen King), a St. Bernard is bitten 
by a rabies infected bat, obviously it's going to become rabid and attack. (An 
interesting twist on the rabid dog theme is used in I DRINK YOUR BLOOD, 
1971. where the infected blood of a rabid dog is injected into meat pies that 
are eaten by a group of hippies, turning them into cannibals!) The entire 
JAW series (and the subsequent ripoffs like MAKO, JAWS OF DEATH 
[1976], TINTORERA [1977] and GREAT WHITE [1982]) is based upon 
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perfectly natural inclination fo, « 

isht (it is only tor dramatic '“'Tis ,o GRIZZLY 

nade to seem indestructible). The same logic PP ^ ALIVE (1976), an 
1976) and ORCA (1977). In Tobe Hoope^ EATEN ALIVE^l^ 
lUiptor in a mud swamp eats animals ^ P P' attacked mankind m 

in the rampage is the South Am®ncan k SAVAGE BEES 

fHE BEES (1978). THE KILLER ffS (1974) 

[] 976), TERROR IN THE SKY (sequel to THE SAVA 
THE SWARM (1978). 
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Supcrnatiiriil and psychic connections between hutiians and animals/ 
insects are often the prerequisite to an attack. In WU.I.ARD (1^71) and in 
sequel Bl-N (1972). rats develop a hypnotic relatlonsliip with their human 
masters, carrying out their murderous inclinations. When the "head" tats 
lire of doing their master's bidding, they take to the sowers and launch an 
attack In SPASMS (1983). Oliver Reed plays a hunter who has a telepathic 
connection to a giant taipan killer snake. In Dario Argento's PHF.NOMENA 
(aka CREEPERS. 1984). a young girl (Jennifer Connolly) has a psychic 
connection with insects. Her ability is used to help solve a series of murders 

Giant versions of animals and insects, mutant strains with no explained 
origin, have been lire subject of many "rampage" films. In ALLIGATOR 
(1981). a baby gator is fludied down someone's toUet and grows in the sewers 
to an immense size. Writer John Sayles (who also wrote THE HOWLING) 
and action director Lewis Teague have their tongue firmly planted in their 
cheeks in tliis great little parody of "animals on the rampage" films. In 
DEADLY EYES (1982), mutant rodents in a London subway attack Scatman 
Crothers and a host of other people. In OF UNKNOWN ORIGIN (1983), 
Peter Weller obsessively fights a giant mutant rat in his Manhattan apartment. 
A large killer boar in the Australian outback drags people away to eat them in 
RAZORBACK(1983). 

Mother Nature herself brings to life horrors from the bowels of the earth 
in Larry Cohen's THE STUFF (1985), in which a mysterious white gooey 
substance found bubbling out of the ground is marketed as a new yogurt -like 
taste sensation. Cohen parodies the advertising industry as we watch mar- 
keting experts develop ad campaigns, slogans and designer packaging for the 
"stuff." When people eat it. they are literally blown up from the inside out, 
contorting, stretching and mutating as they vomit up the white goo. in 
FOOD OF THE GODS (1976), a strange liquid, bubbling up from the earth, 
is ingested by animals and insects, causing them to become giants, 


The horrors man brings upon himself on earth are bad enough. Thing.s 
really start getting wacky when we bring back trouble from outer space! 

OUTER SPACE 

Man's adventures in space have brought innumerable eco-horrors and bio- 
hazards to the screen. There are an abundance of films where man's biology 
and ecology is tampered with on earth and in space by aliens. In both ALIEN 
97Q1 and ALIENS (1986), man is used as an "incubator for their offspring. 
In Mario Bava's TERRORE NELLO SPAZIO (aka PLANET OF THE VAM- 
PIRES 1985) the inhabitants of the planet Aura take over the astronauts 
bodies’ turning them into zombies. The "taking over of human bodies’ plot 
to bi “S3 »untte„ .bnes in fllms like IT CAME FROM OUTER SPACE 
fl953) I MARRIED A MONSTER FROM OUTER SPACE (1958) and 
INVASION OF THE BODY SNATCHERS (1956 and 1978). Aliens have 
even mutated pregnant women, creating a new alien/human strain of children 
with telepathic powers in VILLAGE OF THE DAMNED (1960) and the 
sequel CHILDREN OF THE DAMNED (1963). In the punk/new wave film 
LIQUID SKY (1982), a space ship lands in Manhattan on the outside patio or 
a pair of wacked-out punkettes. The alien organisms take sustenance from 
heroin and also feed on a similar chemical formed by the human brain at the 
point of orgasm, thus affecting the sexual Ufe of a female bisexual drug 

‘““^Perhaps the greatest series of horror Sms *“ “‘“'Lh't OF “tHE 
space connection are the George 'I'n'llop™ 

LIVING DEAD (1968), DAWN OF THE DEAD (1979) DAY 0 
DEAD (1985). It is only in the fust film that we ate given any clue as to 
wLfcanserthe dead to rise. We're told that a fmak 7““”’ 

brouaht back from a Venus space probe, has turned the dead rnto 9““'"*' 
'rfonrb"? that teed on J living (One wonders «s space 
was just a fast, convenient explanation cooked '"4“ 

orators.) In the Romero trilogy, the cause ‘f 3def 33 our 
Bizarre alien strains of bacteria )d 79 ^o tok STRAIN 

space probes. In director Robert Wise's in New 

(1970). a space satellite, ” Wing eve’ryonc in a small 

Mexico. The organism spreads like * P'T'’ ™ ^ ’„,eaich group 
ghost town (except for an old man and an 
arrives on the scene, they find that the bloo 

(in a memorable shot, someone s arm P j infant survive? 

Eke red sand), The question is...how did the (a vast, 

A group of scientists from .lie 

underground lab facility) try to answer that q ■ j^c scientists must 

further and spreads throughout the ^eseari^h cente . Now me 

try to stop the organism speeadmg ^ a space probe, infecting 

A microorganism from Mars returns /iQ 70 k yhe organism 

a group of loc^ yokels in THE ALPHA INCIDENT (1978). 8 

enters the body when it's asleep. u.inoinf. with tliem all kinds 

Meteorites have often landed on the earth, bringing wiin 


of hcHTors. In THE BLOB (1958). a small meteor is picked open with a stick 
by an old man. releasing a gooey alien substance that absorbs him and just 
about any other living being it comes in contact with. The blob is eventually 
stopped when young hero Steve McQueen discovers that it is repelled by the 
coW. (A sequel, BEWARE! THE BLOB! aka SON OF THE BLOB, directed 
by Larry Hagman. was made in 1971.) In the remake THE BLOB (1988), the 
goo is not alien, it's man-made! Scientists (who aie playing around with bio- 
warfare) create a bacteria and send it out into space to see how cosmic rays 
will affect it. It returns to the earth in a mutated form. Once again, an old 
man discoven it, pokes it with a stick, and the sticky gel attacks (the stunning 
blob FX were created by Tony Gardner and Lyle Conway). As in the first 
film, the blob is destroyed by cold. The end of the film gives way to quasi- 
religious implications when a anall chunk of the blob is worshiped as some 
sort of new God. 

A visually compelling meteorite shower is viewed by thousands of people 
and causes them to go blind in DAY OF THE TRIFFIDS (1963). The 
Triffids, a mutant strain of plant, have a field day attacking helpless blind 
people. In THE CLTISE (1987), based on H. P. Lovecraft's "T^e Colour 
Out of Space.” a meteor lands on the grounds of a rural farm, melts into 
liquid, and contaminates all the crops and the people who eat them. (Love- 
craft’s story was also filmed in 1965 as DIE. MONSTER, DIE with Boris 
Karloff.) A meteorite lands and turns people into zombies in the dreadful 
THE ALIEN DEAD (1980). In an episode of Romero's and King's CREEP- 
SHOW (1982), Stephen King plays a country bumpkin who discovers a 
meteor (a la THE BLOB), pokes it open, and releases a mutant form of plant 
fungus that grows and grows. overtaWng his entire farm and eventually King 
hintself. INCREDIBLE MELTING MAN: ATimeofSIims 


Astronauts returning from space contaminated lias been the subject of 
many films. One of the best films ever made with this plot line is THE 
QUATERMASS EXPERIMENT (aka THE CREEPING UNKNOWN. 19S6). 
Richard Wordsworth pves a marvelous performance as the only surviving 
member of a rocket crew who returns to earth infected by an alien spore (he 
reminds one of Karloff as the Frankenstein monster in the way he invokes 
sympathy as he gradually mutates). He eventually becomes a blob-like crea- 
ture that attacks Westminster Cathedral and is destroyed by electrocution. In 
THE INCREDIBLE MELTING MAN (1977), the sole survivor of a space 
mission to Saturn returns to earth with a radiation infection tliat causes him 
to gradually melt away. As he melts, he terrorizes the countryside in quint- 
essential "monster on the loose" fashion. The excellent melting FX were 
created by a young Rick Baker. In Tobe Hooper's LIFEFORCE (1985), 
astronauts discover three alien humanoid creatures inside Halley's Comet 
and bring them back to earth. On the journey home, all the astronauts die 
from some sort of disease except for Steve Railsback, who has developed a 
love like psychic connection to the female alien. She eventually escapes, 
sucking the lifeforce out of people, seemingly killing them. Two hours after 
her attack, the cadavers come back to life and continue the alien life-sucking 
plague, untU all of London is inundated with zombies. 

The "alien as plague" concept reached its zenith in John Carpenter's 
THE THING (1982). Based on John W. Campbell's original story "Who Goes 
There" (and filmed in 1951 by Howard Hawks as THE THING FROM 
ANOTHER WORLD), Carpenter's film is the more literal translation. The 
film takes place in the Antarctic and opens with a bizarre chase. A sled dog 
runs through the snow followed by two men (members of a foreign research 
team) in a helicopter who are shooting at it. The dog ends up inside the 
camp of an American research team. The helicopter lands and the foreigners 
continue shooting untU the Americans, puzzled at their behavior, shoot back 
and kill them. We discover that the dog is, in actuality, an alien copy. It 
eventually assimilates with the American sled dogs, turning them into shape- 
changing, almost Lovecraftian, monsters. Like a disease, the alien absorbs 
other members of the research team, creating the horrible paranoia of not 
knowing who to trust. The astounding FX remain, to this day, unmatched m 
cinema. They are the brilliant creation of Rob Bottin and his team. 

It seems fitting to end this section with Fred Dekker's NIGHT OF THE 
CREEPS (1986), a homage to outer space disease, alien takeovers, zombies 
and just about every other film in the genre. An aUen probe comes to earth, 
bringing with it a bii' rre slug-like creature that enters the body through the 
mouth, imbeds itsei. in the brain and turns human hosts into zombi .. 
Whenever a zombie's head is blown open, the little slugs go scurrying around 
on the floor! Dekker must be one bent dude. 

EPILOGUE 

There are still many films wliich space has not allowed us to c“ver with 
ecological and biological plot lines. The horrors ol nofii and 

mined in films like EPIDEMIC (1987), FLESH AND BLOOD (1986) and 
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MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH (1964). 
in Cronenberg's THEY CAME FROM WITHIN (1976) end 
Mass hysteria causing plagues like the ones in Romero s - . j.j ^ 
(1975) and the nini IMPULSE (1974). A more thorough list is included 
one of the side bars. 


I would Uke to thank the following people who gave so 
time in helping me conduct research for this chapter. eve • 

Baiun, Tim Ferrante, Steve Morrison. Philip Nutmaii, ^ ^ 

Irizarry, Doug Murray, Frank Verzyl. Joe Amato, Howard Carson an y 
wife, Kalliy. 
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•MAN MADE/SURGICAL/REANIMATION/ 
DRUGS/PSYCHOLOGICAL 


THE ALLIGATOR PEOPLE (1959) 
ALTERED STATES (1980) 

Tift: AMAZING TRANSPARENT 
MAN (1960) 

THE APE (1940) 

THE APE MAN (1943) 
ASTRO-ZOMBIES (1969) 

ATOM AGE VAMPIRE (1969) 

THE ATOMIC BRAIN (1964) 
ATTACK OF THE MUSHROOM 
PEOPLE (1963) 

ATTACK OF THE SWAMP 
CREATURE (1975) 

THE AWFUL DR. ORLOFF (1964) 
BEFORE I HANG (1940) 

BEYOND THE LIVING DEAD 
(1974) 

BLOOD BEAST TERROR (1969) 
BLOOD WATERS OF DR. Z (1975) 
BLUE SUNSHINE (1977) 

THE BOYS FROM BRAZIL (1978) 
THE BRAIN (1964) 

THE BRAIN (1971) 

THE BRAIN THAT WOULDNT 
DIE (1961) 

THE BROOD (1979) 

BUG (1975) 

THE CLAW MONSTERS (1955) 
THE COLOSSUS OF NEW YORK 
(1958) 

THE CREEPING FLESH (1973) 
CURSE OF THE FLY (1965) 
CURSE OF THE SWAMP 
CREATURE (1966) 

DEAD AND BURIED (1981) 

THE DEAD DONT DIE (1974) 
THE DEADLY BEES (1967) 

DEAD HEAT (1988) 

DEAD RINGERS (1988) 

DEATH WARMED UP (1984) 
DEADLY FRIEND (1986) 

DEVIL FISH (1984) 


DR, BLOOD’S COFFIN (1961) 

DR. BUTCHER, M.D. (1982) 

DR. CYCLOPS (1940) 

DR. GORE (1975) 

DR. ORLOFF’S MONSTER (1964) 
DR. X (1932) 

DOGS OF HELL (1982) 
DONOVAN’S BRAIN (1953) 

DONT OPEN THE WINDOW (aka 
DONT PROFANE THE SLEEP 
OF THE DEAD, THE LIVING 
DEAD AT THE MANCHESTER 
MORGUE, BREAKFAST AT 
THE MANCHESTER MORGUE 
1974) 

EMBRYO (1976) 

THE FLESH EATERS (1964) 
FLESH FEAST (1970) 

THE FLY (1958) 

THE FLY (1986) 

THE FLY II (1989) 

THE FOUR-D MAN (1959) 

FROM BEYOND (1986) 

THE HEAD (1959) 

HORROR CHAMBER OF 
DR. FAUSTUS (1962) 

HOUSE BY THE CEMETERY 
(1982) 

HOW TO MAKE A MONSTER 
(1958) 

HUNCHBACK OF THE MORGUE 
(1972) 

I WAS A TEENAGE WEREWOLF 
(1957) 

THE INCREDIBLE TWO-HEADED 
TRANSPLANT (1971) 

THE INDESTRUCTIBLE MAN 
(1956) 

THE ISLAND OF DR. MOREAU 
(1977) 

THE ISLAND OF LOST SOULS 
(1933) 
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ISLAND OF TERROR (1967) 

THE KILLER SHREWS (1959) 

THE KINDRED (1986) 

KISS ME. MONSTER (1968) 
KONGA (1961) 

THE LEECH WOMAN (1960) 

THE MAD MONSTER (1942) 

THE MAN THEY COULD NOT 
HANG (1939) 

MAN-EATER OF HYDRA (1966) 
THE MANSTER (1962) 

MONKEY SHINES (1988) 
MONSTER ON CAMPUS (1958) 
THE NEANDERTHAL MAN (1953) 
THE NEST (1988) 

PIRANHA (1978) 

PIRANHA n, THE SPAWNING 
(1981) 

THE PROJECTED MAN (1967) 
RE-ANIMATOR (1985) 

RETURN OF THE FLY (1959) 
ROBOCOP (1987) 

SCANNERS (1981) 

SCREAMERS (1978) 

THE SERPENT AND THE 
RAINBOW (1988) 

THE SNAKE WOMAN (1961) 
SSSSSS (1973) 

STRANGE BEHAVIOR (aka 
DEAD KIDS, 1981) 

SWAMP THING (1982) 

RETURN OF THE SWAMP THING 
(1989) 

TERROR IS A MAN (1959) 

THE THING WITH TWO HEADS 
(1972) 

TWILIGHT PEOPLE (1972) 

THE UNEARTHLY (1957) 

THE WALKING DEAD (1936) 

THE WASP WOMAN (1960) 

THE WOMANEATER (1957) 

THE WORM EATEI« (1981) 
X-THE MAN WITH THE X-RAY 
EYES (1963) 


• NUCLEAR/TOXIC/ 
POLLUTION/CHEMICALS/ 
PRE & POST ARMAGEDDON 

ACCEPTABLE RISKS (1986) 
AFTER THE FALL OF NEW YORK 
(1983) 

THE AMAZING COLOSSAL MAN 
(1957) 

WAR OF THE COLOSSAL BEAST 
(1958) 

THE ATOMIC MAN (1956) 
ATTACK OF THE CRAB 
MONSTERS (1956) 
BARRACUDA (aka THE 

LUCIFER PROJE(rr, 1978) 
BEAST FROM 20,000 FATHOMS 
(1953) 

BEAST OF YUCCA FLATS (1961) 
BEGINNING OF THE END (1957) 
THE BEING (1982) 

THE CHILDREN (1980) 

THE CHINA SYNDROME (1979) 
THE CHOSEN (1977) 

C.H.U.D. (1984) 

CITY OF THE WALKING DEAD 


(1980) 



CLASS OF NUKE ’EM HIGH 
(1986) 

CREATURE WITH THE ATOM 
BRAIN (1954) 
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CREEPSHOW H (1987) 

DAY OF THE ANIMALS (1977) 
THE DAY AFTER (1983) 

THE DAY THE WORLD ENDED 
(1955) 

DOOMWATCH (1972) 

DR. STRANGELOVE, OR HOW I 
LEARNED TO STOP 
WORRYING AND LOVE THE 
BOMB (1964) 

EMPIRE OF THE ANTS (1977) 
FAILSAFE (1964) 

FIVE (1951) 

FROGS (1972) 

THE GIANT SPIDER INVASION 
(1975) 

GODZILLA-KING OF THE 
MONSTERS (1954) 

THE HIDEOUS SUN DEMON 
(1959) 

THE H MAN (1959) 

THE HORROR OF PARTY BEACH 
(1964) 

HUMANOIDS FROM THE DEEP 
(1980) 

THE INCREDIBLE SHRINIONG 
MAN (1957) 

THE INCREDIBLE SHRINKING 
WOMAN (1981) 

IT CAME FROM BENEATH THE 
SEA (1955) 

IT'S ALIVE (1975) 

FT’S ALIVE n (1978) 

IT’S ALIVE Ul-ISLAND OF THE 
ALIVE (1987) 

KINGDOM OF THE SPIDERS 
(1977) 

THE LAST DAYS OF MAN ON 
EARTH (1973) 

THE LAST WAR (1961) 

THE LAST WOMAN ON EARTH 
(1960) 

THE MILPITAS MONSTER (1975) 


MONSTER FROM GREEN HELL 
(1957) 

MUTANT (1983) 

NIGHT OF THE ZOMBIES 
(USA, 1983) 

NIGHT OF THE ZOMBIES 
(ITALY, 1983) 

NIGHT LIFE (1989) 

OCTAMAN (1971) 

ON THE BEACH (1959) 

PANIC IN THE YEAR ZERO (1962) 
PHASE IV (1974) 



PROPHECY 


PROPHECY (1979) 

THE QUIET EARTH (1985) 

RATS; NIGHT OF TERROR (1983) 
RATTLEIW (1976) 

REDNECK ZOMBIES (1987) 

THE RETURN OF THE LIVING 
DEAD (1985) 

THE RETURN OF THE LIVING 
DEAD, PART n (1987) 
SLITHiS (1978) 

TARANTULA (1955) 

TERROR IN THE SWAMP (1985) 
TESTAMENT (1983) 

THESE ARE THE DAMNED (aka 
THE DAMNED, 1961) 

THEM (1954) 

THREADS (1984) 

THE TOXIC AVENGER (1984) 

THE TOXIC AVENGER, PART 11 
(1989) 

THE WAR GAME (1967) 
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THE HIU) BEASTS ( 

THE HORU>. THE FLESH AND 

THF DEVIL 


fFRbAKS OF NATURE 
ANIMALS INSECTS ON THE 
RAMPAGE 

AENIC.MAO’SS) 
AUlGATORO’JSn 
BASKET CASE(1«S1) 

THE BEES (1978) 

BEN (1972) 

THE BIRDS (1963) 

BRAIN DAMAGE (1987) 
CHAINED FOR LIFE (1950) 
COMRATSHOCK (1986) 
CREEPSHOW (1982) 

CREEPERS (ak« PHENOMENA. 
19S4) 

CUJO (1983) 

DEADLY EYES (1982) 

DOGS (1976) 

THE ELEPHANT MAN (1980) 
ER.ASERHE.AD(1978) 

FANGS (1978) 

FOOD OF THE GODS (1976) 

THE FUNHOl»SE (1981) 

THE GRE AT ALUGA TOR (1981) 
GRIZZLY (1976) 

1 DRINK YOltR BL(X1D (1971) 

IN THE SKADOVt OF 

KILIMANJARO (1987) 

JAVA’S (197S) 

JAWS 11 (1978) 

JAWS 3 D (1983) 

JAWS, THE REVENGE (1988) 
THE KILLER BEES (1974) 

MASK (1986) 

THE MITATIONS (*k« THE 
FRE.AKM.AKFR. 1974) 
NlCIfTWlNG (1979) 

NIGHT OF THE LEPUS (1972) 


OF I'NKNOWN ORIGIN (|983) 

ORCA(l977) 

RAZORB.ACK(I9S3) 

THE SAVAGE BEES (19'»6) 

SP ASMS (1983) 

THE STl’FF (1985) 



THE SW ARM (1978) 

TERROR ON THE SKY (19$9) 
riNTORERA... BLOODY WATERS 
(1977) 

WILLARD (1971) 

• OUTER SP.ACE 

AUEN (1979) 

AUENS (I9S6) 

THE ALIEN DE.AD (1980) 

THE ALPHA INCIDENT (1978) 
THE AM>ROMED A STRAIN 
(19-0) 

THE BLOB (1958) 

CHILDREN OF THE DAMNED 
(1963) 

BEWARE! THE BLOB (aka 
SON OF BLOB. 1971) 

THE BLOB(1988) 

THE CR AWLING HAND (196,1) 
THE CREEPING UNKNOWN (ak* 
THE QUATFRMASS 
FXPFRIMFNT. 1956) 
CREFPSHOW(1982) 

DAWN OF THE DEAD (19*9) 

DAY OF THE DEAD (1985) 

DAY OF THE TRIFFIDS (1963) 
DIF. MONSTER. DIE (1965) 
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FIRST MAN INTO SPACE (1958) 

I MARRIED A MONSTER FROM 
OUTER SPACE 0958) 
INVASION OF THE BODY 
SNATCHERS (1956) 
INVASION OF THE BODY 
SNATCHERS (1978) 

THE INCREDIBLE MELTING MAN 
(1978) 

THE INVISIBLE RAY (1936) 

IT CAME FROM OUTER SPACE 
(1953) 

LIFEFORCE (1985) 

LIQUID SKY (1983) 

NIGHT OF THE BLOOD BEAST 
(1958) 

NIGHT OF THE CREEPS (1986) 
NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD 
(1968) 

PLANET OF THE VAMPIRES 
(1965) 

THE THING (1982) 

VILLAGE OF THE DAMNED 
(1960) 
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The horror in the films on this 
list is derived from the effects of 
mass disease (plague), ecological 
neglect, viral infections, and deadly 
parasites. Their origin may be man- 
made or unknown. 


Some of them only have ele- 
ments of the plague in their story 
line (MONTY PYTHON AND THE 
HOLY GRAIL has a plague scene but 
is not about plague). Others deal 
with a mass wipeout of humanity, 
with just a few survivors. 

A VIRUS KNOWS NO MORALS 
(1986) 

THE CRAZIES (1975) 

THE DEVILS (1971) 

EPIDEMIC (1987) 

FLESH AND BLOOD (1986) 
GANJA AND HESS (1973) 
IMPULSE (1974) 

ISLE OF THE DEAD (1945) 

THE LAST MAN ON EARTH 
(1964) 

MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 
(1964) 

MONTY PYTHON AND THE HOLY 
GRAIL (1974) 

NO BLADE OF GRASS (1970) 
NOSFERATU, THE VAMPYR 
(1979) 

THE OMEGA MAN (1971) 
PARASITE (1982) 

THE PLAGUE (1979) 

RABID (1977) 

STIGMA (1972) 

THEY CAME FROM WITHIN 
(1976) 

VIRUS (1980) 

WARNING SIGN (1985) 
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This sexy actress has worked 
with some of the best directors in 
the business and. most recently, she’s 
been a fixtme in the L.A. live theatre 
scene. Had she been a horror fan as a 
little girl? “Yes, I was,” she answers. 
“My father was terrified by THE 
MUMMY as a boy, so [he introduced 
me] to that and FRANKENSTEIN. 
One of my nightmare films as a girl 
was RODAN; 1 kept thinking this 
bird would come fly in my room.” 

What was it like being in the 
cultish I DRINK YOUR BLOOD? 
“It was my first film, shot in upstate 
New York; it was great [fun] . The 
most interesting Aing was all the 
different kinds of people on the 
film, totally nuts. There was one 
actress on the shoot who did a 
couple semi-nude scenes and before 
each take she’d go off with a com- 
pact mirror and brush out, fluff up, 


her pubic hair [laughs]. David 
Durston was a wonderful man and 
director, Tm still very good friends 
with him. I always knew there ^ 


'There was one actress on the 
shoot who did a couple of semi- 
nude scenes and before each 
take she'd go off with a 
compact mirror and brush out, 
fluff up, her pubic hair." 

more to life than getting married 
and having children, which I’d done 
at that point, and I found the free- 
dom I knew life had on that feature. 
The people were just so creative.” 


How about working willi Cronen- 
berg on his early THEY CAME 
FROM WITHIN? ‘‘He was very 
honest and (would work] one-on- 
one with you; he would do anything 
he could to make you comfortable. 
In the scene in wliich I get attacked 
by this guy in the room who rips 
my skirt all the way up the front, I 
gel ahold of this big fork I’m cooking 
with and 1 stab it into his shoulder. 
Tliey did the close-up using David’s 
shoulder. They had his shoulder 
padded, which is what I was sup- 
pose to stab into and I lost my sense 
of location and 1 jabbed it right into 
his arm!” [Chucldes] 

What about working with 
Romero on THE CRAZIES? “I 
don’t think it ever got the attention 
it deserved. George’s wife [actress 
Christine Forrest] was with him on 
the shoot and was pregnant with 
their first child and George was just 
wonderful. He was very helpful and 
let you be creative. Richard Liberty 
[also Dr. Frankenstein in DAY OF 
THE DEAD] was kind of shy and 
quiet and in the scene in which we’re 
both losing it and have sex [as father 
and daughter] it was very peculiar 
because I really had begun to think 
of him as my father throughout the 
movie and there was something kind 
of sickening about the scene.” 

And Paul Schrader and CAT 
PEOPLE? “Paul’s a very interesting 
man, a little aloof, I think. 1 think 
lie’s a genius and because of that he 
doesn’t always articulate clearly what 
he wants, but I didn’t find him diffi- 
cult to work with, For example, 
tlicrc’s a shut where I walk across the 
street 1.0 the brothel and they did my 
makeup ancl hair and body, We’d 
dune maybe ten or fifteen takes- 
lie wanted me to walk a certain 


amount of steps and then step on this 
piece of glass-and I didn’t want to 
look down and look like I was 
planning [my steps] . It took all 
those takes before I finally got from 
him that they were only shooting 
my legs and no one else knew that 
was what he was gonna do either. 
You never knew exactly what he 
wanted though he was also very ^oen 
in letting me rewrite my scenes a 
little bit.” And you’ve written scripts 
of your own? “I wrote two scripts 
on spcc[ulation of sale] -a soft-core 
sex film called THE STORMY 
SEXPLOITS OF WHITE LIGHTING 
AND THUNDER THIGHS [a take- 
off on the Batman and Robin genre- 
and a horror film called PAJAMA 
PARTY HORROR. And 1 sold one 
called NOTHING TO LOSE, about 
people who are dying in a hospice 
who have nothing to lose so they set 
about taking revenge on some nasty 
people.” Lynn Lowry also directs 
plays and teaches a workshop for 
actors on how to audition for com- 
mercials and TV work. Her next film 
is slated to be VAMPIRE COP 
[playing a bloodsucker, something 
she’s always wanted to do] for 
writer/director Donald [CANNIBAL 
HOOKERS, DEMON QUEEN] Far- 
mer. 

FILMOGRAPHY 
I DRINK YOUR BLOOD {1971 ) 
SUGAR COOKIES (1972) 

SCORE (1973) 

THE CRAZIES/CODE NAME; 

TRIXIE (1973) 

THEY CAME FROM WITHIN/ 
SHIVERS/PARASITE 
MURDERS (1975) 

FIGHTING MAD (1976) 
S.0.B.(I98I) 

CAT PEOPLE (19K2) 
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The Uplifting Clime* to COMBAT SHOCK 
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1 Spit in 
Your Face: 
Films That Bite 


CHAS.BALUN 


"Every scene looks you straight in the eye-and spits!" 


AFRICA: BLOOD & GUTS (1972) 


Some films were never meant to entertain an audience. Many wore de- 
igned along the lines of a Drano enema. ..get inside you. deep into the soft 
parts, and rip your guts out. 

In many instances, the filmmaker is not rooking for any new friends or 
fans; he wants FEAR. LOATHING. REPULSION and REACTION from his 
audience. He is not asking you to like him or his work- Bui he is issuing a 
challenge, perhaps even a warning, to any potential viewer; WATCH THIS 
FILM AT YOUR OWN RISK! 

filmt that most severeiv test the parameters of the genre 



These derelict, cxpatria 
raw nerve. They make 
taken. 


. norror turns ncuny a.wo/- - 

apologies and expect no mercy. Prisoners are nut 
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The filmmakers follow no rules. Cinematic conventions are usually 
scrapped in Favor of a raw-boned cinema verite look that makes the audience 
an accomplice to the aclion, These works are nearly always bleak, minimal- 
ist. micro-budgeted efforts that appear as anti-film; they're more of a raging, 
primal scream made by the filmmakers than a certifiable cinematic "product’' 
that can be hawked on the marketplace. 

In many cases, these films can never be released to the general viewing 
public. Some are simply too extreme, too outrageous, offering up such a 
frightful parade of human depravity, perversity and sadistic fetisliism that 
none but the bravest or most foolhardy will attempt a defense. Films like 
LAST HOUSF. ON DEAD END STREET, which features prolonged and 
numbing sequences of whippings, various humiliations and gruesome torture/ 
deaths, can expect very little sympathy from audiences weaned on safe and 
sane splatter films like FRIDAY THE I.ITII, NIGHTMARE ON ELM 
STREET, and even DAWN OF THE DEAD or THE EVIL DEAD. 

There is a notorious sequence in LAST HOUSE ON DEAD END 
STREET that quite nearly defies any form of critical commentary. 

After a victim lias been taunted, humiliated repeatedly and beaten, he is 
forced to kneel before a semi-nude woman who has a doe's foot protruding 
from the zipper of her jeans. Behind her stands some other freakozoid who s 
framing her head wdth another pair of deer legs that he’s positioned like a 
devil's horns. That scene alone is enough to punch open your eyeballs and 
drop your jaw until.... the guy is forced to orally copulate the hoof from hell 
in a most particularly disgusting manner. It gets worse after that. 

These filmmakers are, most certainly, not the type that are ever invited 
to weekend seminars with aspiring collegiate film talent and asked to lecture 
on "Blow Job as Metaphor." These be dangerous folk, my friends. 

Ofttimes, though, the most immediate and universal audience response 
tc; such nose-thumbing frankness and deliberate provocation is the "Why- 
Am-I-Watching This-Syndrome?" In fact, many of these niiiilistic nasties 
have forced even the most adamant genre aficionado to re-examine his moral 
universe. Perhaps the most notable contributions of such films as I SPIT 
ON YOUR GRAVE, MANIAC. I HATE YOUR GUTS or HENRY: POR- 
TRAIT OF A SERIAL KILLER is that they provoke an examination of 
conscience and force you to reveal your hand. ..and then they cut it off. 
These films always elicit a higlily cltarged response from the audience, 
whether vehemently opposed or reluctantly defensive. Viewers are forced 
into confrontation with many powerfully felt, though often ambivalent, 
feelings towards the actual intent and purpose of genre filmmaking. 

Because horror films can be made so cheaply with minhnal trappings, 
bargain basement FX, no-name stars and inexperienced crews, filmmakers 
are often given the opportunity to do whatever they want as long as they can 
get and keep an audience’s attention. Many are encouraged to load up their 
films with a plethora of titillations and iiicitefully offensive subject matter 
in order to avoid the worst ciune any exploitation film can conimit in a 
business-conscious media: to be ignored. Be blasphemous, perverse, un- 
godly violent and break some taboos, but for God's sake, DON''I BE 
BORING. 
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KET CASE all enjoyed revivals on home video lhanks to some particularly 
viUifying. though highly quotable, remarks made by various media critics. 
When Rex Reed called Frank [lenenbttar's delightfully bent BASKET 
CASH, "the sickest film I've ever seen," he certainly had not intended it as 
a rallying cry, a call-to-arms to be breathlessly slung across video boxes and 
film posters as a major selling point. Superstar film snipes like Gene Siskel 
and Roger Ebert should even be entitled to video sales profits for their unin- 
tentional promotion for such films as LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT, 1 
SPIT ON YOUR GRAVE and FRIDAY THE 13TH. Remember the rules, 
though, THOU SHALT NOT BE IGNORED. 

However, it may ultimately prove to he for the best that such films as 
I HATE YOUR GUTS, LAST HOUSE ON DEAD END STREET, ROAD- 
KILL: THE LAST DAYS OF JOHN MARTIN or NEKROMANTIK never 
fall into the wrong hands. There is that chance, however slight, that gore- 
hashing critics might just get the wrong idea about the film, the genre and 
its fans. 

Troubling films like John McNaughton's HENRY; PORTRAIT OF A 
SERIAL KILLER (1986) pose a moral conundrum to both critic and fan 
alike with an unblinking and non-judgmental approach to violent death. Mur- 
der is presented in rather prosaic, matter-of-fact terms; kind of like a part- 
time job that's seamlessly integrated into the rest of your lifestyle. And the 
film's titular character, despite being a combustible psychotic and ruthless 
killer, is. nonetheless, portrayed as the film's de facto hero. Sure, he tor- 
tures and kills women, but he's really a nice guy who can always spare a 
moment to compliment a self-effacing waitress and offer both a friendly 
game of cards and a willing, sympathetic ear to those loss fortunate than 
himself. He's fiercely loyal, unusually generous and really rather timid and 
weU-manneied ; that is, when he's not killing somebody. HENRY is, indeed, 
almost an anomaly in this much-maligned subgenre. It's a great looking film. 



full of crafty, gliding camera work, punctuated by cunning editmg, daunting 
music and sound effects, and propelled by a laut, compelling script. The 
acting is unusually good, many limes volcanic, and Michael Rookor s riveting 
lead performance is all loo chillingly believable. IIHNRY is, by most counts, 
a deeply disturbing, dangerous piece of genre nimmaking. 

Though most films rarely approach the high level of craft esddent m a 
work like HENRY, few suffer from the lack of technical expertise. In iact, 
this is one level of filmmaking that allows, and can even bcnellt from, an 
amateur, minimalist approach. Most directors need not be warned that they 
must operate williin the strict confines of conventional filmmaking and many 
are openly encouraged to deliberately "go beyond" the usual genre conyen- 
tions. Because most of these films are budgeted at well under a lew ImndvctI 
thousand dollars, the risk is minimal; so many piuducers allow tltcir eiews tu 
follow their instincts, secretly hoping that the ferret-eyed [iianiac behind the 
camera can deliver yet another "cull classic" or 'niidnighl hit. Howeyer, 
many of these efforts seemed destined for a far moio iinindaiie late, loyl 
somewhere in the twilight ^inie between the disiributoi aiul the ni.irkclplu>-e. 
Many cautious distributors fear tlic repulalioii they may acciue by aclively 
trumpeting u film whose nekiiowledged high points imlude the doguidalion oi 
women, telisliist torture, aniinal iiuilihitiuns. sexual deviancy and imiepeii- 
tiini, sociopalliic thrill killers. 



Clever prodviccr'i ;ind maikcting specialists have nimbly sidestepped many 
of the "unsavory'' nr unacceptable elements of their product by mounting 
ad campaigns that are either keenly manipulative, downright deceptive or 
pjientedly false. Jerry Gross and Hallmark Productions are tw(j outfits that 
have often turned adversity into advantage. When no one paid attention to 
a .stiff htlle clunker by the name of DAY OF Till-: WOMAN. Gross rctitled it 
I SPIT ON YOUR GRAVE and cloaked the film in a misleading ad campaign 
that screamed "an act of revenge" and promised that "FIVE men" would be 
"cut chopped, broken, and burned beyond recognition." No matter that 
Ihere were only four and that nobody ever got "broken or burned," because 
nobody seemed to notice and the video version became a monster success. 
Gross is also responsible for other memorable genre heists, including the 
oair'ine of the pedestrian black-and-white snorefesi VOODOO BLOOD BATH 
fI964) retitled I EAT YOUR SKIN, with 1 DRINK YOUR BLOOD (19721 as 
"TWo'gREAT BLOOD HORRORS TO RIP OUT YOUR GUTS!" Gross 
also surgically removed huge sections of Jacopetti and Prosperi's ambitious 
and award-winning documentary AFRICA ADDIO (1967) and turned it into 
the aforementioned film that spits in one's eye. "This is Africa like it is! 
Where Black is Beautiful! Black is Ugly! Black is Brutal." 

Hallmark also promised to deliver the goods with several effective cam- 
paigns that screeched: "Can a movie go TOO FAR? POSITIVELY THE 
MOST HORRIFYING FILM EVER MADE" and "THE FIRST FILM 
RATED 'V FOR VIOLENCE." Hallmark also scored points with their in- 
spired inclusion of a barf bag for audiences of MARK OF JHE DEVIL, a 
flLn experience they guaranteed would "upset your stomach. 

Despite the apparent cleverness of these hyperbolic campaigns. Hallmark 
was really only recycling several concepts that others had already employed. 


JERRY GROSS Presents 


He„d,ril Gordon UwS’ COLOR ME BLOOD RED (19641 w.med that 
"Vn,. ttiol keep renimciipg yourself it’s just a motion picture, llellinatk 

appatently tliot^M .1^^ St:^'a “o “tlJh 

™’„ “moS;" I Asl HOUSE ON THE LEFT (1972) and THE HOUSE 
THAT VANISHED (l'^74), and then showed up again on Hallmark s poster 
f nnic’T OPEN THE WINDOW, their retitled American cut of Jorge 
Gtau's let sleeping CORPSES LIE/LIVING DEAD AT THE MAN- 
CHESTER MORGUE. 

WNI Hid 200d. Barf bags, warnings o! famtmgs and stomach distress, 
"V" ratines and audience chaEenBcs have proved effective in the past hut 
with oda/s ennent crop of in-youi face, hatd-cote nasties, a mosl difncul 
„„t ional otoblem arises. Just how do you go about sellmg/cajolinB/ 
E“r"n auSsn™ to see Jotg B.rttgetelfs NEKROMANTIK (1988), a 
Ltoslv twisted, monslious tale of cotpse-fuckmg. bnnny-kdlmB degen- 
erates liiat make Ed Gein look like Pee Wee Herman ! 


Ilie first niotim pictm 
Id iipire a 

face-to-l3ce 


'MOSlMBIIIlSlIVUtSSIHAN mo HOURS!' 
THISIStHtOKHttWHSIINElOB™ 




r0)l»R',Lyi»|O.;Dtr TOU MAY NOT* . 
WALK'^AWAT FROM THIS OWt ■ 




STAY AWAY FROM THAT HOUSE BY A LAM 
NEAR THE PARK ON THE DEAD END STREET 

Most of today’s more disturbing films owe at ” “'h™ aiiTthcn 
LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT, which, in turn, owes at le - yj^GIN 

so much more to Ingtnar BetEOian’s Aeadenty Award-wimung IIIE VIKG 


m’RINC ilMftO) 1 AST IIOUSI- provided both tlie model and the inspua 
ium for Iceions of inicTo-biidscted mavens who apislily reprised tlie imnul- 
.Htii.n-rane-icvcnpo scenario thal worked so well in Craven's film. 

TliTouAlioul the decade thal followed, lots of bad things were happening 

in hou-ses. til over the place- , . . , i , i. 

LAST HOL'ST ON TIIK LETT 11 was soon unleashed, but was related to 
,l,e ordinal in name only. It was actually a not-so-clcvcr ploy to disguise 
Mario Bava's seminal body-count bonan/.a TWITCH OF THE ULATIl 
NERVE (lh72. aka CARNAGE. BAY OF BLOOD) for xenophobic American 

NEW HOUSE ON THE LEFT (1977). again no relation to the 
oridnal was a Gennan knock-off that featured a murdering rapist tormenting 
and torturing while on board a train, (aka THE NIGHT TRAIN MURDERS) 

HOUSE BY THE LAKE (1977), a Canadian production, proved a rather 
effective rape-revenge potboiler that was directed by genre workhorse William 
(FUNERAL HOME. SPASMS) Fruet. Brenda Vaccaro (she of the sandpaper, 
rocky-road croak) beats off a sleazy troupe of drooling morons led by the 
irrepressible Don Stroud while her wimpy cry-baby boyfriend cowers in 
pants-wetting fear. 

One of the most frigliteniiig entries in the hell-in-house sweepstakes is, 
undoubtedly, the deeply disturbing, wildly misanthropic LAST HOUSE ON 
DEAD END STREET (1977). Directed by a young New York fito stu- 
dent named Roger Watkins under the pseudonymous moniker "Victor 
Janos," this LAST HOUSE is a real hellraiser. Also known briefly as THE 
FUN HOUSE, this film delivers a mule kick to the old nugget sack with a 
loathsome, virulent fury. A bitter and angry Terry Hawkins, fresh from a 
year in the slammer for a petty drug offense, wants to be a filmmaker, I 
wanna make some films here," he says, "some really weirdy films. I m ready 
for something nobody ever dreamed of. I'll show 'em-, 111 show them all 
what Terry Hawkins can do." And he makes good on that threat, too. The 
sleazeophilcs in the porn business with whom he's been dealing are also ready 
for something new. They're tired of the boring, boner-abating loops he s 
been providing them and demand "something reaUy different.' Terry comes 
up with that really different "something," too-snuff films-though he k 
careful to disguise his real intentions from both crew and potential siiuffoe,^^ 
part of his promise to "show them all something nobody ever dreamed of. 
What follows is a detailed and intense cavalcade of crirelfy including savage 
whippings, strangulations, stabbings, dissections, drillings and simulated 
sex with animal hooves. In one of the most harrowiirg sequences, a truly 
horrific, nightmarish set piece, a woman is bound to an ersatz operating table 
and repeatedly abused by a whole crew of, sniggering low lifes in masks and 
gowns. Her face is repeatedly slashed with a scalpel, her logs arc severed by 
hacksaw, and then she's gutted with tin snips, her glistening, shimmering vis- 
cera held up high for all to admire and applaud. 

The niin ends with the prolonged humiliation and torturous death of the 
hoof sucker, who finally receives a Black and Decker lobotoiny as a coup de 
grace. 
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With just the right touch of suppressed moral outrage, a studied, somber 
voiceover adds this postcript: "Terence Hawkins (and others) were all later 
apprehended and are now serving 999 year sentences in the slate peniten- 
tiary." Riglit up until that point, though, the film shows absolutely no sense 
of moral equilibrium whatsoever. 

LAST HOUSE ON DEAD END STREET proves especially unsettling in 
the manner in which it blurs the lines between recording, inciting and partici- 
pating in an act of violence. Other films, such as Michael and Roberta Find- 


YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED. 

DON'T CO 
IN THE HOUSE 



hiy’s SNlif'l' l>iisly Ndsun’s LII'IITS (I'JHO). Luiy [ohcii'N sriiCIAI. 

I I l UTS nml l^nvid ('i.niciihci|;'s VIDl.OIJKOMli II9«.^). hiivo similarly 
hiiiaclu'il llii' siih|cc(, ImiI iii'iio Imve been si> alaimiiif;ly and as 

w.unsoiiK’ as is 1 AST llOUSi: ON Dl'AD LNl) S l KHLiT. 

DON'T (lO IN Till' llOUSi' (D)HO). lelcascd ainiilsl a lliiiry of Dun’l 
Answer, 'l.ook/tti Open nnivics. easily disiinjniislied ilsoll liy lieinn, perliaps, 
ilic sickesi (if lire Ini. Tlie I'iliii is unusually well made, soincliinos even 
striking, and sliekly Jirecled hy Joseph llllison. H could have piovcd sumo- 
wluil of a minoi cull hit had il steered clour ol' the sordid, ugly undoicurrent 
of child abuse lhal icpeiitedly oo/cs forth I'rum the film. A sick-l'uck iiiolhei 
tcpealcdly piinishe.s her child by holding his arms over a gas huinci and you 
know whal? Me grows up lo be one sick-fuck of a I'ry-baby who dclighls in 
lurching girls in his .sloel-pancled bedroom crcmalotiuiii. Many of the 
gruelling, loilured dealiis arc presented in loving, lingering dcluil; although 
our incendiary anti-hero receives his eomeii|->pancc at the oml (a la MANAIC), 
the sense of Biblical justice is lleeting. The UliiTs postcripl features ycl 
anoiher child being mistreated. Ihrealeiiing to begm lire whole cycle once 
again. Despite its technical sheen, chilling inisc-en-sconcs and creepy makeup 
FX, it's simply loo hard In adniil taking a liking lo a Him lhat takes its 
cynical inspiration frnin chronic child abuse. 

David I less, ccrlainly r)iie of the most momorublc screen Ihugs in I iOUSIi 
liistory, raises hull in yel another domicile in Ruggero Deodatu's IIOUSF AT 
Till'. liDCJH OF Tin; PARK. Dcodalo deserves credit fur a bil of a casting 
coup here; the teaming of llalian Slca/e King .loiin ("The Cannibal Man") 
Morghen with Hess creates a slice of social pathology that's hard to resist. 
Morghen's a gihbci iiig retard this lime and Mess just continues lo do what lie 
does best, making you awlully glad it's only a movie.. .only a movie. 

By the niid-iiO's, il became apparent (hat people had done about all flic 
nasly tilings they were capable of in a house and lire sub-genre received its 
tenninalion notice in the 1‘orin of two gnilcss and trivial yawncis presented 
hy Sean (hniniiigham, the "original" liOUSF and its pallielie sequel llOUSli 
2; Till’, SliCOND STORY. 

HORROR llliROLS l^OR I 111: JlATli GliNliRAT ION 

A ecrluiii handful of cinematic psychopaths, especially those from the 
Annihilating Automation School of Seiial Killing like Michael Meyers or 
Jason Vooriiecs, liavc managed to attract a worldwide following ol'loyal fans 
who respoel the rejililiaii Logic of a kill-first/i|Ucslion-lalei kind of guy, 
Freddy Krueger, once a loaih.somc, imitdcrons pedophile, is now a horror 
instilulioii unto himself and the worki'sinost famous Sland-np Killoi Comic. 
Krueger is adored and venerated hy milliuiis and easily able lo geiiorale 
heahhy eiglil-Hgure reluriis on a variely of Him, video, TV, hook, record, 
poster, doll, glove, musk, hat, and bubble giim-eaid deals. Truly, a Psycho- 
Icon loi tile 'KO's. 

While Kiuegei ainl the uiheis have shown whal il l.ikes lo elevate seiial 
killing into a nalional paslime, olhei seieeii psychos will never have lo woiry 
about appointing a liea.smer foi thoii .fan clubs, liver. 



Robert A. Endelson’s violent, inflammatory, racist fantasy. 1 HATE 
YOUR GUTS (1977) (not to be confused with Roger Gorman s 1961 feature, 
aka THE INTRUDER), presents a trio of Black-baiting escaped convicts 
whose antics make you wonder how this film ever saw the Ught of a pro- 
ieclor's beam...anywhere...aT any time. Deceptively well-made it plays 
like a particularly lurid AlP potboiler untU the taboos start ciumbhng under 
the force of a nonstop barrage of the most virulent, incitefui, degrading 
racist commentary ever committed to celluloid. The stinging epithets aren t 
limited to the Black family held hostage either, because among the trio o 
convicts is both an Asian and a Hispanic, convenienlly giving vent to a racial 
hatred that knows no bounds. 

Besides the crude, ear-burning dialog, I HATE YOUR GUTS stomps on 
even more toes when it features the graphic, skull-cracking demise of a young 
boy whose death throes are filmed right up lo the last twitch. Despite e 
fact that the film concludes with an obvious bit of cheap, moral posturing 
(the poUce surround the house, hut let the besieged family enjoy their re- 
venge), I HATE YOUR GUTS remains a risible, nearly indefensible piece ot 
exploitation fdinmaking. , 

Abel Ferrara's THE DRILI-ER KILLER (1979) features an uncharis- 
matic. brooding and self-absorbed New York palmer (played by Ferrara 
under the alias "Jimmy Laine") who handily manages to piss off nearly every- 
one he knows-girlfriend. landlord, neighbors, art agent, audicnce-an en. 
for ihrills-he drills. Occa.sionaUy bloody but rarely explicit, it gamed more 
notoriety m the United Kingdom during a splatter -bashing puige o 
nasties" when it was villified by limp-dick wankers almost as often as I bbli 


IJIM I VJLIV 01S.A V t. . , j , . i. 

Veteran character actor Joe Splncll atleiiipted an aiigst-rid en por ra 
of a snivelling sleazoid who scalps hookers in MANIAC (19K0), bu le 
lurid, unrelenting butchery and bUibbery, iimogyiustic ramblings quickly 
18 ; 




derailed many potential fans. Despite Spinell s shortcomings as an auteur 
(he coscripted. produced and starred), the film does contain several haunting- 
K effective sequences paeked with an undeniable, perverse power. 

Though there was little interest expressed by either fans or producers for 
a sequel Spinell made .several faded attempts to resurrect his beloved worm- 
bag character, that irrepressibly dandy degenerate Frank Zito. After all. here 
w^ a guy who could garrot-stab-dice-n '-scalp by day and then effonlessly 
land a date with a sultry sex bomb (CaroHne Munro) by night. Truly a 
Maniac for All Seasons. 

SpineU later produced MISTER ROBBIE: xMANIAC 2, a short promo- 
tional reel directed by Buddy (COMBAT SHOCK) Giovinazzo, that bore 
sinking similarities to THE PSYCHOPATH, a 1974 nodfesl about a tor- 
mented twink of a kiddie-show host that sought revenge against parents 
who'd been abusing -their diildren. 

The idea never caught fire, but Spinell refused to yield. Years later, as 
production was finally scheduled to begin on LONE-STAR MANIAC, a 
□uasi-legitimate sequel SpineU had been developing with young Texas film- 
maker Tom Rainone, big Joe bought the farm. Just three days before Ins 
triumphant sleaze reprise, too. Life is cruel. 

Many other filmmakers turned away from the cinematic psycho mytho- 
logy of murder and instead drew their inspiration by scouring newspapers and 
magazines for headlines that screamed: "Mom KiUs Kids, Self. Beaten Boy 
Put In Oven," and "Bizarre Hiway Suicide.’ 

Director Buddy Giovinazzo had already assembled a thick sheath of press 
cUppings chronicling the tragic pUghts of many Vietnam era vets long before 
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Stork Gets Splattered 

his cult hit, COMBAT SHOCK, went before the cameras. Giovinazzo, a 
fiercely independent and enterprising filmmaker, became very dismayed over 
newspaper reports like, "Vietnam Vet Kills Wife, Kids," or "Six Dead After 
Viet Vet's Rampage" and decided to do something about it. "These stories," 
Giovinazzo has said, "seem so trivial. We learn nothing about why these 
things happened, nothing about these people." 

Giovinazzo wrote, produced and directed AMERICAN NIGHTMARES in 
response and offered the film as his graduate thesis at the College of Staten 
Island. Troma later acquired the film, re-edited it. and released the truncated 
version as COMBAT SHOCK. Both prints offer a festering, bleak and hope- 
less scenario in which a jobless vet (convincingly played by Buddy's brother, 
Ricky) violently self dcstructs during a punishing, unforgettable climax that 
includes a notorious baby-baking sequence, toned down by Troma in order 
to secure an "R” rating. 

Giovinazzo's film remains a vivid, gruelling and exhausting experience 
that'll have you on the copes long before the final shot is fired, Ii is also a 
unique and highly-charged vision, a poignant cry against war and its remem- 
brance, and a shattering glimpse at familial apocalypse. 

Though Troma chose to cither downplay or simply ignore many of the 
fihn's real strengths by pushing it as an "action-adventure thriller" (featuring 
nonexistent Rambo-esque scenes on the poster), Kaufman and crew are to 
be congratulated on taking a calculated risk with such an uncompromising 
and totally non-commercial work that had already been thrown out of over 
fifty film festivals. 
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Michael Rooker as HENRY. A Helluva Nice Guy. 'Cept- 
Another equally troublesome film, John McNaughton's HENRY: POR- 
TRAIT OF A SERIAL KILLER, had been given the bum's rush by nearly 
everybody except the film festivals. It gained a degree of both prominence 
and notoriety when shown at the 1986 Chicago Film Festival and has since 
appeared only briefly at various midnight shows and specially arranged 
screenings. . , 

Many potential distributors have been unable to come to terms with its 
seething blend of homicidal fury, sexual abuse, matricide, incest and tor- 
ture and have been further repelled by the film s casual and cooly-distance 
aililude towards its titular anti-hero. And, no wonder, compared to the 
various human flotsam wriggling throughout tiis neighborhood, Henry is a 
pretty decent, even charming, fellow. With a few notable exceptions, o 
course. HENRY was destined to stir up trouble r^ht from the start Not 
only is it very loosely based on the real-life exploits of one Henry Lee ucas, 
a gap-toothed, scabrous inbred who claimed to have killed over 30 peop e 
during a ten-year spree, but both McNaughton and co-scripter Ric ar ire 
have chosen to add other speculative unpleasantries that further poten la 

this explosive mix of fact, fetish and fantasy. , . n j uon 

Several distributors, who were initially interested, ^ufidenly balked wh 
the film earned an "X" rating from the MPAA- Usually ^^^PAA vvil pro- 
vide the offending filmmaker with a list of suggestions 
be made, but they were clearly exasperated in the case <J' HENR • 

, ,Med "X" because of its "general lone and the MPAA inaste ■ 


possible to cut the film in order to receive ,... -----u „ f,,,on,pni 

McNaughton explained in lalet inlerviews that it was hkn > Sj 
wnk tfiniipH...l!ke 3 hokiaram or something. .McNaughton app 


"K." rating. A clearly frustrated 


i tainted. ..like a hologram or something. 


rvM.himnod Hl-n a,,.! was sI.mmkM will, .u.ollu-, ''X " M. N.u.^ihloo 
lour.l U. .W..V souuwvlii.l ^Mlll Mu- MI-\A (ho l.lm .onld 
;;::: ■■ «..■> iu.;nuv ,-,,,.11, pi,.K,.j 

up b\ Ml'l Vuli'i' pliii. Ui oveiitu;illy it’lo.iM’ H'c him iii tls ougm.il 

'" ' 'iT'i'-l'i ilil\ nl' NKV IS Ik-lilv lU'seiviii!' ol' its "X" ml inn- Miidi lii us 
.. 1,1 i, J.x'sil'l M.ill/ iiu'Uiul lit" ^ " 

iumuss Hsiii 111 .UHI ivuis it "'iti'"' Ills' lum |>i''"ui“‘'' '''i'" ' ”';'iui''»e 

US Jiioslui, wlUUuTk-slIv JclilUt till- lucumcy "1 "u' l>i‘H>i“il 'UIU'S' ' "’"Sl' 

, misl 01 III.' violmos is fiesouu-J lulh.u ollsou-eu ol iiltei ■ lu-fiuU , K. ll iB 
"Ixisus luKl mnuol of ilu- kllllnss luc full, .eliiiiu-J- slow, pamlull, lui- 
001 ills sliols lovoal a liulooiisl, twislod lliiulsouiB ot hiiniaii slaliglUol , vuliuis 
u laiislod. slalilBj. si, 01 an.l cot lo luecos. Mosl times, llioso giisly seoiios 

MiCkiosi la. wuisc thinns tlun wc aio sliowu. . • ,-i ' 

^ I’ho afloiiuiuli of a luiillculaily vioious aiul pvisly tniujci iii llio lilitis 
oponiiis tiioiuoiits gives fair wiiiiuiig tlial II s soiiig lo 1™ » u'«8j'ly.'“"* ' 
.Msoalilv tlieil. (Ills Is l-ioliiibly Uu' scone Uial I'eBUll tlu In s tail lioi, 
a, 'BO it's a lotia iliop. loo. Al'le, pieseiiliiig a pailiculally woll-ptiologi.iphcJ 
m',1 oicliestialc'il monlase ot pasl mayhem, tile eaiueia slowly jlules Iron, olio 
lOi.m 11,10 aiiolliei. revealing a sioinacli-eliumii.g scene o onrimil oicj ii. st • 
ness A woinail is scale, I on a loilol , ai ms alul legs spieilil and bound und, 
wcmi- 111 violciil disaiiay. with a jagged sott-diiiik bolllo ci.imioed ha Iway 
down her Ihioal. Alllld tlashblicks are cul into llie scene aiiil wc hi.ii ha 
w , mil, I S last few inonients of agony. 1, is. indeed, a vile .scene, yon lee 
Slickel punched. It's a iiuMnisliiig low blow lhal loiccs Ihe hda up and 
iiUo yoiii Ihroiit- hrom thal point on, you'd bosi he leiidy tor anythiiig., 

and I'lliNRV tclenllessly obliges, lime al'lei lime, easily 

Thongll llie violence, bolli implied and e.vplicll, .“ 
earn Ihe film's "X" ceiliricalion, oilier eipially “'’'''“'i'’''’ 

„rs, bencalh Ihe surface at all times. In llliNRY. s.K is always s'U ■■Inl » I; 
yiolence, abuse and perversion. Nearly every oharactei has «-'l’«‘i ' “ 

foiin of sesnal assaull in lliei, past, Henry's molher dressed hm ‘ | ' 

,,,1's dollies and forced him 10 walch hoi bang a long lino ol bo I nd^ , 
4he was a whole," lie.,,, espl.lllis, ''bid 1 don', lanll her to, 11 1. 
ain't wha, she done. It's ho. she done il." Whew, Henry siooinnialc. O i, 

I'owlesUusl^ 1 '^=^ ^ '' ' 

“dolrnlrtmien esaceibalej by Ibese decaanl -»ii| i'";;-;;"™": 
especially in the case of Ihc niin’s most hoiritie and l’l'"'‘‘y;"'''"';,“ ‘ , 

Ihe minder of Henry's pal. Hits, llenis reliiins home lo lind I" 
mlling mood, on all for,,, and leiidy lo poik lillle sislei, w hen ' ^ ' i,*; 

brownies leally Inl the loloi blades, I'he slabbing lieiirv ";i' ' 

uiily K' omiiniu'kl will, ilu' im'loiinofl juul exk'nu umitj: kt'it.. .1 -k 
, hc\louhlo muukn m .AH-cuio’s Sl'Sl’lKl.V. llhNin ' h . ' s 

xU'cl .livlc ho..caa. yuu. own lihs. tlu- luw c.iiu.-ta in.M.hc.lh loukS 
iniilu-ipittun. Ill till- M'litK'ii'.u- , ,,, I -iiiviiu; 

Uk-xi'iie tlK' liwl 111, 11 Uoiuy is lopi-.iKHlK I'u'voii U- Ik- • v. f i. ^ . 

l.svk-lh'i'-.t'l', Mk-Niiunliun. klu.os.'s lo him horn .1 '-'h- moi.il >lisi.i ' • 
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withholds judgment, even after he's killed and dismembered his best friend. 
McNaughton offers no excuses and little in the way of explanation. Even 
with a double digit figure body count under his bell by film's end, you 
slO] sorta, well, respect this guy Henry. Perhaps, therein lies the film's 
greatest danger. McNaughton has crafted an enigmatic and deeply troubling 
portrait of a vicious, unpredictable murderer who's clearly a menace to 
everyone, but he continually refuses to indict him. 

HENRY remains a triumph. ..of sorts. It completely betrays the fact that 
it was shot in i6mm, in one month and for less than $1 25,000, Its technical 
and production values are above reproach and the caliber of acting has been 
heretofore unseen in a film of this type. And Michael Rookor, who has since 
gone on to such films as EIGHT MEN OUT and MISSISSIPPI BURNING, has 
created the most unforgettable and multi-layered modern portrait of a 
cinematic psychotic since Roberts Blossom tanned some hides with his Gein- 
inspired ghoul in the always-underrated and rarely seen DERANGED (1974). 

HENRY, the film, is. indeed, a real killer; a drop-dead frontal assault that 
provokes, rather than patronizes, its audience. Truly, the most dangerous 
kind of genre film in existence. 



Noted English poet/inystic William Blake said that. "The road of excess 
leads to the palace of wisdom." Can't really blame the guy, either. That was 
nearly two hundred years before German director Jorg Buttgereit made 
NEKROMANTIK (1988). Perhaps Buttgereit's running-sore^f-a-film better 
fulfills George Bernard Shaw's gentle admonishment that, "it's just as un- 
pleasant to get more than you bargain for as to get less." 

Hither way, NEKROMANTIK may well prove the logical and genuine 
post-modernist successor to such early nihilistic taboo trashers as LAST 



HOUSE ON THE LEFT, TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE, the ILSA: 
SHE WOLF series and BLOODSUCKING FREAKS^ nf aVilm°that\ pas- 
NEKROMANTIK though, is that it s such a sjck-fuck of a P 

sionate defense could be tantamount to endorsing bunny baslimg. corpse 
banging and suicidal meat-beating as integral 

prosresl Bullgerei. has faahionad a supremely f * ” 

black yawning maw that threatens to swallow you w . . Clive 

hotshot bellows au update to Stephen King s famous la»'“"8 
Barker being the "future of horror" arrd concludes with it ts named B 

*'*'*NEKROMANTlk is apparently built upon 

fuck dead things and you'll end up a self-loathing suicidal wanker 

In your gut and a bloody, sticky dick hanging out of your shorts. 

Actually, Bungeteit has crafted a teurle. “odt 
necrophiles who've had to satisfy themselves ^ 

parts gleaned from various auloinobile accidents unt rnenaae 

along. Bu, then, after Enally completing 

a trois, the sweet smell of putrescence quickly ^ ‘ iw^earcachc and 

with Mr. Wormfood liding shotgun. Ihe ^ n [je's 

haunted by loneliness, gamely attempts sex with ihe Im g 



Oirector/Star/FX Man Van Bebber 


no longer up to it. Murder becomes a necessary bit of foreplay thereafter 
until he ends up a whimpering, self-terminated, mas turbatory casualty, 

Many of the film's smarmier elements are held somewhat in check by 
the Play-Doh style makeup FX, while other sequences often resort to more 
risibly offensive, geek-show theatrics as shown by the pandering, on-screen 
killing and detailed skinning of a rabbit, shown twice (once in reverse) for 
maximum revulsion. 

Despite the fihn's black, malevolent tone, Buttgereit exhibits a cal- 
culated slyness that manages to keep KEKROMANTIK from succumbing to 
its own slcaziness. During a scene inside a theatre showing some nameless, 
misogynistic slasher, our little ghoul of a "hero" becomes so upset and 
repulsed by the action that he quickly exits the theater in disgust, the film 
is lightened considerably and nearly redeemed by a nifty little sting at the 
end, too. Long after the last drop of bloodied spunk has dried and crusted on 
his dead dick, our terminal pud-puller is stUl unable to rest in peace. The film 
ends with the haunting image of a woman's high-heeled shoe sinking the blade 
of a shovel into the fresh gravesite, mutely announcing that, mdeed, even 
"death is just the beginning." 

One fears what Buttgereit may do next. 


After NEKROMANTK. even the grisly antics of Jim ^an Bebber s 
possum-chomping urban cannibal in ROADKILL: THE LAST 
JOHN MARTIN appear positively civilized. ..almost. Van Bebber a 
ambitious Ohio filmmaker who's feature film debut. DEAD BEAI At 
DAWN, showed considerable promise along tlie lines of an early Wes raven, 


jJAwrs, snowcQ consmeraoic pruuiise moug uiv, ..j.i-j ., 

r~ . . . r>_I_l -T,... flirCCtS 3^1 
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family are an indication of iris current direction, then this rdmmaher will 
° ROADKILL *a' a “amS XeTrtily“»'J demented. fifteen-minoK 
pduates from po m P 

Pin faTe maats a fndie for his brew and a perpetuaUy blarms tele- 
human skin lace masKS, 6 RTAittle-soewins soliloquies from a guy who 

fi|i2SSS=5s^ 

makings necessary to be th r frYr ROAnKll I Van Bebber is di- 

.“oIaSI FAMILY, ^insider's look at the Manson elan during 
S'Tummf of w wten "Belter Skelter" becrune more than just another 

ASMODEbS PRODUCTIONS Presents 

CHARUPS 

ntllDI. 


umFRF WERE YOU IN '69? 


thniwaway tune from the Beatles’ "Wliite Album." CHARLIF.'S FAMILY 
threatens to get up close and personal, venturing into forbidden lerritory 
previously ignored in the trivial and disconcerting media hogwash that led to 
a tepid TV movie that played like LAVERNE AND SHIRT.F.Y'S HAUNTED 
SLIMMER. 

Director Van Bebber will be a welcome addition to a genre grown fat and 
laay with too many clean and sober splatter films that coddle and patronize 
llicir mostly leneaged audiences into a false sense of friglit. 

Don't attempt to tdew any of the aforementioned films while harboring 
a smug, condescending atlitude that you're some rough, tough hipster who's 
seen it all. You haven't. And if you persist with your cocky delusions, you 
might just run into something that will kick that sniggering grin right down 
your throat. 

These genre bastards prove that REAL fear is here to stay. 
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PROFILE BY: KRIS GILPIN 



He turned into a wild boar in 
SWAMP THING and gave a great, 
schizophrenic pert'ormance as the 
lead in DON’T ANSWER THE 
PHONE. He’s also a born-again 
Christian and a very nice guy. 

On DON’T ANSWER THE 
PHONE, for which he beat out 75 
other actors: “The producers asked 
if I could add anything to it because 
it was all tits and ass, so I wrote all 
the private moment scenes, where 
I'm looking into the mirror, talking 
to my imaginary stepdad. 1 also 
wrote the scene where I get Ro 
Gaiisli in the bedroom at the end and 
the scene were T sobbed into the 
camera. All the accents were my 
idea because a criminal psychiatrist 
told me many psychotics are demon 
possessed, with a lot of spirits’ 
personalities and voices in them. I 
got some flak from some self-right- 
eous, Pollyanna-type people (over 
the role) and 1 told that that, as a 
Jewish born-again believer, I owed it 
to society to make the role believa- 
ble. A Christian should never try to 
make life artificial. Tlris world is full 
of evil and to deny it is to be a liar 
and a Christian should never lie. I’ll 
play any role I’m given to play 
because nobody’s all good and 
nobody’s all evil. The art of acting 
to me is an organic performance, 
something that comes from personal- 
ization. And I like horror movies, 
tliough sometimes they get overly 
violent and stupid. Tf they’re organi- 
cally put together and the blood and 


guts come out of something (hal 
builds up to that, fine.’’ 

On SWAMP THING; “That was 
me under all that makeup. 1 didn’t 
mind it, it’s just tliat some tubes to 
the bulges in my head and face broke 
and there was a mild acid in there 
that nearly slung my eyes out of 
their sockets [though] I used the 
pain. It was a pure joy working with 
Wes Craven. I did SWAMP THING, 
[WITATION TO HELL and a one- 
hour Disney Channel movie called 
THE CASEBUSTERS for liim.” 

On getting castrated in THE 
LADIES CLUB: “Janet Greek di- 
rected it and she was a wonderful 
director; [laugiis] it was quite in- 
teresting. 1 wanted to make the 
role of that rapist totally believable. 

I remembered some things I’d 
learned about sociopathic behavior. 


"In this scene, we were fighting 
but giving each other time to 
puke over the rail, then fighting 
some more. Paramount said, 
'It's too gross,' and they cut it 
out." 


As the character, I wanted to make 
the girl as sexually attractive to me as 
I could; 1 wanted to view her not 
in my eyes, but in the eyes of the 
rapist and how ho would view her. 
Quiddity, hairsplitting accuracy, 
inusi be in every intcrpiecation ol 
ihe character." 


On fiphting Clint Eastwood at 
the beginning of HEARTBREAK 
RIDGE; “He’s a gentleman and a 
scholar. He was very patient and 
nice, but he’s a businessman and he 

expects you to be on target. He 

directed me but never had to give 
my any advice on how to do tire 
role. He wanted me to sliavc my 
head [so I did] . He had to approve 
me for CITY HEAT, too.” 

On the edited Vomitus Fight 
Scene at the end of THE NAKED 
GUN; FROM THE FILES OF 
POLICE SQUAD!; “Leslie Nielsen 
and I spent three days doing this 
vomiting scene, due to the slaughter- 
house I chase him into. They shot 
another death scene for me, when 
you see me yeOing down at him from 
the water tower. There was a gun- 
fight where I had a slow, shooting 
death; I’m constantly firing the 
pistol and dying very slowly and over- 
dramatically. But they used me 
dying in the vat instead. In this 
scene, we were fighting but giving 
each other time to puke over the 
rail, then fighting some more. I saw 
each finished take on the monitors. 
It was brilliant and the Zucker 
brothers loved it; but someone at 
Paramount said, ‘It’s too gross,’ and 
they cut it out. They cut two otiier 
scenes of mine out, too, and I was 
disappointed they cut that liilarious 
scene.’’ 

Nicholas Worth, who sang and 
danced with Bruce Willis on MOON- 
LIGHTING (and has guested on 
dozens of other series), was given a 
six-minute .segment on tlie TODAY 
show in March of this year, in which 
he was interviewed. His scenes from 
THE NAKED GUN, NO WAY OUT, 
THE RAPE OF RICHARD BECK 
and HEARTBREAK RIDGE (as well 


as others) were shown. He was one 
of three character actors to he so 
honored on tJie TODAY show. 

FILMOGRAPHY 

SCREAM. BLAC-ULA, SCREAM 
(1973) 

TERMINAL MAN (1974) 

COMA (1978) 

DON'T ANSWER THE PHONE 
(1980) 

PALMERSTOWN,U.S.A, 

(Mini-series) 

SWAMP THING (1982) 

THE LADIES’ CLUB (1984) 

CITY HEAT (1984) 

THE HILLS HAVE EYES, PT. 2 
(as voice of bad motorcycle 
dude. 1984) 

INVITATION TO HELL (TV movie, 

1984) 

THE CASEBUSTERS (Disney 

Channel movie by Wes Craven, 

1985) 

THE RAPE OF RICHARD BECK 
(TV movie, 1985) 

DOIN’ TIME (1985) 

ARMED AND DANGEROUS (1986) 
DIRTY LAUNDRY (1986) 
HEARTBREAK RIDGE (1986) 

NO WAY OUT (1987) 

TIPS (1987) 

HELL COMES TO FROGTOWN 
(1987) 

BRING ME THE HEAD OF DOBIE 
GILLIS (TV movie, 1987) 

THE PONZI (Consumer Affairs fdm, 
1988) 

ACTION JACKSON (1988) 

THE NAKED GUN, FROM THE 
FILES OF POLICE SQUAD! 
(1988) 
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rf Bow-wow 
# Nearly worthless 
9® Average 
999 Above average 
9999 Classic, Must see 

Besides employing the customary and lime-tested one-to-fouc skull rating 
system in assessing the relative merits of each film, a second numerical rating 
has been added to supply further information for discerning splatter scholars. 
This numerical appraisal, based on a scale from one to ten, deals with ele- 
ments totally unrelated to whatever artistic or aesthetic virtues the film may 
possess. 

The GORE SCORE concerns itself with nothing but the quantity of 
blood, brains, guts, slime, snot, puke or other assorted precious bodily fluids 
spilled, slopped or splattered during the course of the film. A simple, straight- 
forward indication of just how moist and meaty the movie really is. 

Like this... 

-Mt TERMS OF ENDEARMENT, GANDHI, 
WILLOW. THREE MEN AND A BABY 

^ DR. BUTCHER M.D.. MAKE THEM DIE 
Vi/ SLOWLY, NEKROMANTIK. CANNIBAL 
HOLOCAUST 

Hopefully, then, this dual-rating system wOl provide more of the 
"essential" information for both the serious, reflective student of contem- 
porary horror as well as the totaUy undiscriminating, blood-tliiisty socio- 
pathic gorehound. 

1 know which drawer I fall into. That's why 1 thought the splatter rating 
was of such fundamental importance. 

All reviews by Chas. Baiun except where indicaied: (SB) Stephen Rissette. 
(TF) Tudd French. (KG) Kris Gilpin, (GG) Greg Guadsell. (JM) John Martin. 
(GR) Graham Rae 



r)fi times fUms are suinmarily dismissed or unnecessarily exalted for a 

plethora of reasons tlia unfairly delivered into obUvinn for 

llsdf. M.ny f; (or „o»xi,ter,t) »d 

such prosaic reasons as simnle fad that the film was non- 

cmipaign, sob-gsnre) mi. thercfoiE, on.blo to locule 

fonnutoc and nncUssifiable ( " ( j ,,,5 film-soing pub- 

its potanttal pi scenes, and films shot in 

lie also appear ^ I" backlash when loyal fans are not 

foreign lands, Stil ,p^p director. Even though 

given exactly what they w aieuably his most controlled, intense 

nawh Ms camp in droves, 

work with DEAD KLNt.tKC „ „ jpnressinE. or worse yet, 

eomplaining "plen , he nmch-icvered George Romero suffered 

'a' staiir&te when MONKEY SHINES tailed to inclndc even one zombie m 

its scenario. Can you ima^nc? i„,. ,,frp fUscoverv by a new generation 

audience. .... i '’wevr fimiTio" when it comes to 

Many more fdms fall viclnn M c™P' stung by 

their theatrical or video release. Directo P ,, shuffle" bet- 

the curse twice with two films that were app ^ ^ p 

ween uthe. "high-profile." m.ior f, 

ambitious than both their titles and ih ,-,,,real nishtmare that fea- 

DREAMSCAPR was a ^haUenging, provocative s _^ 

tuied solid doses of emerged as one of the 

amounts. His second effort, THE SlEFfAl ,,rj„ioal HALLOWEEN, 

most suspenseful, harrowing slasher films since release, in spite 

THE STEPEATHRR was aU but ignored du.ing ^ uon-gente 

of a desperate campaign by its distributors ‘PP ng^gj during its re- 

audicnce. The poster art for the hard-core horror crowd; 

release, hut neither campaign tried to g ^ to an indifferent 

md. as Q leBuh, lire genre connection «f “ ' ,he dihributo, was 

mainstream audience who was never quite su j 
attempting to sell. 


On the other hand, the production company behind THK EVIL DEAD 
films knew exactly what they had and who they wanted to sell it to. Billing 
their film "as the most gruelling experience in ultimate terror" and promi- 
nently featuring Stephen King's breathless, hyperbolic review in the poster 
art helped the DEAD crew catapult themselves into the Splatter Spotlight. 
.A very a^ressive campaign, coupled with adoring coverage in the genre's 
press, helped convince even the most cynical that THE EVIL DEAD was. 
indeed, a ver^-. very impnnant footnote in horror history. Many overlooked 
its shoddy, micro-budgeted mise-en-scenes and its wealth of recycled genre 
conventions and instead focused on the exhilarating camera work, the 
frenetic pace and the over the-top FX mayhem. Director Sam Raimi became 
the "critics’ darling" and could do no wrong. That is until CRIMEWAVE 
(XYZ ML^RDERS) fell flat on its smug little ass then it was back to the 
trenches for the "second most gruelling experience..." 

THE EVIL DEAD series is a good case in point for illustrating the 
various elements at work that help determine whether a film will become a 
"cult hit" or just another forgotten blood bomb with a snappy title. Despite 
the fact that THE EVIL DE.-AD may be neither "the ultimate experience" nor 
"the most ferociously original horror film of the year" lias had little to do 
with its actual impact on the horror world. THE EVIL DEAD, when it pre- 
miered on the West Coast at the prestigious Los Angeles International Film 
Exposition in 1983. had already accumulated a groundswell of popular 
support and the advance word of mouth was sensational. Genre magazines 
and publications further fanned the flames with an uninterrupted barrage of 
in-depth interviews, behind-the-scenes FX reports and glowing testimonials 
from fans and critics alike that threatened to make THE EVIL DEAD appear 
as Splatterdom's answer to CITIZEN KANE. To be a critic of this film 
became analogous to trashing Karloff’s interpretation of Frankenstein's mon- 
ster or faulting George Romero for shooting NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD 
in black-and-white. No one, it appeared, wanted to upset the horror cogno- 
scenti by offering an unpopular opinion on a film that had yet to prove its 
lasting worth. Genre fans are a notoriously loyal bunch and the howling wel- 
come the original received insured the continuation of the series and also 
afforded Raimi the luxury of working with multi-million dollar budgets and 
employing some of the best FX talents around for future efforts. The rabid 
allegiance of a film's core audience cannot be over-emphasized in assessing 
the longevity of a particular style of filmmaking. Because, oddly enough, 
many genre film sequels go against the grain of established movie marketing 
logic by earning many times over what the original grossed in its initial 
theatrical or video release. 

Once an established audience has been targeted, it's much easier to "em- 
bellish the future product somewhat in hopes of attracting an even bigger 
share ol the general movie-going populace without having to risk alienating 
its devoted, hard-core followers. This "mainstreaming" effect Iras been 
extremely beneficial to the box office take of numerous liorror sequels, most 
notably the NIGHTMARE ON ELM STRLET and FRIDAY THE I3TH 
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!n many instances, certain elements found in the original films have been 
"lampered” with in order to insure broader audience appeal- In return for 
these allowances, the filmmakers are offered more money, better distribution 
and healthy advertising campaigns that only major studio financing can pro- 
vide Nowhere is this point made clearer than with the Freddy Krueger 
character in the NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET films. Wes Craven's 
original film introduced a cacklirtg, sadistic child molester/killer in a title role 
that was anything but "heroic" in nature. Krueger was a truly frightening 
visage, evoking memories of the archetypal boogeyman that has haunted 
horror films and literature since the turn of the century. 

The originai NIGHTMARE was critically well received and grossed 
slightly more than S9 million in domestic rentals. As Wes Craven became less 
and less involved with the series (returning only to co-script NIGHTMARE 
PART 3 : THE DREAM WARRIORS) crucial changes were made to both the 
Krueger character and to the direction the films would take in the future, 
Krueger was gradually transformed from a despicable, loathsome pedo- 
nhilic psycho-killer into a wise-cracking gameshow host from hell who was 
as adept with the one-liners as he was with his famous finger knives. 
Krueger's horrific burn makeup, designed and applied by David MOler in the 
original, became more stylized and less frightening in each subsequent entry. 
More emphasis began being placed on the "entertainment" and "fantasy 
elements as the grisly horrors of Craven's original became supplanted by 
spectacular, state-of-the-art FX displays. 

Craven later complained in genre publications^ that the producers were 
turning the series into the cinematic equivalent of a "fast food cheeseburger. 
He was especiaUy critical of PART 2: FREDDY'S REVENGE, where Krue- 
ger was brought out of the dreams and allowed m terrify the teens at their 
pool party. Craven felt such actions "diminished" the character and made 
Krueger appear "silly" rather than scary. 

Nonetheless, FREDDY'S REVENGE made S12 million at the box ottice 
and millions more as a best-selling video hit. Just as fans of the origin egan 
to cry "foul" with the way Robert Shaye and New Line Cinema were 
handling the series, PART 3 : THE DREAM WARRIORS was released and it 
nearly doubled its predecessors' box office. WeU, that cinched things for the 
folks at New Line. They knew their "cheeseburger" had real staying power. 

Soon, Freddy was everywhere; posters, records, board games, models. 
HaUoween costumes, hats, gloves, masks, trading cards and talk shows, 
Kmeger was, undeniably, a monster cult hit, worshipped by millions ot kids 
who appeared blissfully ignorant of his per/erted origins. What Craven naa 
originally envisioned as "the savage side of male adulthood.. .the uitmate 

father" became a cool, wise-assed hipster who's new record album, re y 

Greatest Hits" featured cheerful paeans to child abuse like 
Boiler Room." Krueger became the most highly celebrated serial killer sine 
Jack the Ripper. And, the most loved. , - , 

In NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 4- THE DRE/\-M MASTER, legions 
of the hottest FX artists in town provided a backdrop blitzkrieg agjn'is 
Robert Englund's by now highly polished stand-up comedy routine and tne 
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results were nothing short of spectacular. THE DR£A,M M.^STER grossed 
SSO million at the box office and proved to fans and skeptics alike that it 
was. indeed. "The Ljtiie Cheeseburger That Could.” 

'll u unfortunate that so many other de«n-irig films have been eclipsed 
by the ominous, towering shadow can by the NIGHTMARE films and many 
feai that studios will use similar strategies to help ‘'mainstream" their honor 
product in hopes of finding greater audience acceptability. 

David Cronenberg has been one of many genre filmmakers who’ve 
suffered in the past because his efforts have been so stubbornly original and 
difficult to classifv. Though he has achieved his greatest commercial 
successes with lesser works like THE DEAD ZONE and THE FLY, it is with 
misunderstood and under appreciated films like VIDEODROME THE 
BROOD that Cronenberg shows us the brilliant innerworkings of his unique 
personal universe. He was subsequently blasted in some circles for going 
''mainstream'’ again with DEAD RINGERS, although close examination 
yields convincing evidence that it may yet prove to be the weirdest of the 

Honor audiences have proven themselves to be just as fickle and un- 
predictable as their mainstream counterparts. Many, many films achieve 
L unwarranted status as either a bomb or a blockbuster for the most 
transient of reasons. But, few films can withstand the continual scrutiny of a 
decade or more without revealing something essential about both the filra and 
its audience. A slight historical perspective allows us a unique vanuge pKimt 
from which to assess the relative merits of certain films which were either 
over-exposed, underrated, ovei-hyped or just plain ignored by their contem- 
poraries This passage of lime allows us the luxury of reflection and com- 
parison; though, it would still be wdse to heed Jean Cocteau s wammg that 
"history is facts which become lies in the end; legends are lies which become 
history in the end." 


CHAS. BALUN 
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1987/d: Lucid Fulci 
The grand old man of Italian gore is 
back, but fans of iiis early maggot- 
infested, gore-spurling epics have got 
something to worry about if tliis is 
an indication of Ihe direction he’s 
heading in his twilight years. This 
pu7.7.1ing film is a sort of CARRIB 
clone, where a girl in a coma uses 
live people to help her gel her 
revenge. (I think, it was a bit hard to 
follow.) Sorry, Lucio, 1 couldn’t 
buy it. But at least you managed to 
get a rape-by-snails in there, a glim- 
mer of hope for the rulure, perhaps'.’ 
Go for the gore next lime, huh'? Wc 
know you can do i1 . (GR) 


THE ALCHEMIST 




1981/84 m/d: James Amanle 
Empire emperor Chas, Band hides 
behind a pseudonym in this pscudo- 
tlirilier about a nitietcentli century 
magician and the eternal curse lie 
puls upon an alchcmisl, played by 
Robert (EXTERMJNATtJRJ Ginty 


Below par makeup effects and lack- 
luster pacing further hinder this 
rather inert, lifeless mess. Typical 
Einpifc product cranked out assem- 
bly-line style. 




ALIEN 

1979/1 17 m/d: Ridley Scott 
Large omnivorous, drooling space 
bug stows away on cargo ship and 
devours an all-star crew in one of the 
most hysterically overrated genre 
films of the last decade. H.R. Gigcr’s 
ALIEN conceptualization looks pro- 
perly scary in the shadows and strobe 
lights, but once it’s totally revealed, 
it’s just another guy in a gtmfy suit. 
Director Scott is a gifted visionary 
filmmaker who’s highly skilled in the 
art of cinematic deception. Alter 
all, he and hrothor Tony (TOP GUN) 
begun their careers sluioting bom- 
bastic and pricey coiinnercials lor 
dieiils like Diet I’epsi. From whence 

came ALIEN, .see IT! TIIETERROR 

FROM BEYOND .Sl’Al E fl 95b) and 
Mario Hava’s line PLANET OE HIE 
VAMPIRES (1965). 
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ALIENS 

1Q86/137 m/d: James Cameron 
In all likelihood, the best monster 
movie ever made. Wondrously 
exciting, spellbinding action se- 
quences leave you gasping for breath. 
The effects work by Stan Winston’s 
crew is simply unbelievable. What 
can you say about a sequel that 
blows the classic origina] right out 
of the Milky Way? An awesome 
acliievement from the director of 
PIRANHA II. FLYING KILLERS 
and TERMINATOR. Jeez' Wotta 
movie! 


alien CONTAMINATION 

1980/90 m/d: Luigi Cozzi 
Squishy Italian rip-off with atrocious 
dubbing and bargain-basement FX 
work, though the exploding chest 
scenes are moist, meaty, and muy 
primo. 


ALIEN NATION 
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1988/86 m/d: Graham Baker 
Basically a cop-buddy movie with a 
twist; it still delivers the requisite 
thrills with its combination of ex- 
atingly staged gun battles, car 
chases, solid lead performances (by 
James Caan and Mandy Patinkin) and 
crackerjack makeup FX by Stan 
Winston's studios, it’s 1991 and Los 
Angeles is in the process of assimila- 
ting the thousands of aliens (New- 
comers') who arrived in a giant space 
ship just three years prior. Caan and 
his Newcomer partner (Patinkin) are 
investigating a series of murders 
linked to a new, frighteningly power- 
ful drug-from-another-world and are 
led into the bizarre trappings of the 
alien underworld. Flashy, noisy, 
hannless fun, though the film fails 
to fully exploit the alien/human 
angle and. instead, opts for a more 
traditional cops vs. drug king con- 
spiracy tale. 





ALLIGATOR 


ALONE IN THE DARK 


®»e ^ 

1980/94 m/d: Lewis Teague 
Reptilian fury loosed on tlie 
streets of New York! Tiny pet. 
flushed by irate parents, returns to 
even the score, Funny! Uterate! 
Recommended! 


ALMOST HUMAN ^ 

1*979/90 m/d: Umberto Lenzi 
Surprisingly timid crime thriller from 
the cannibal man himself, Umberto 
(CANNIBAL FEROX, DOOMED Tp 
DIE) Lenzi. A low-ranking Mafia hit 
man botches a kidnapping, then 
doublecrosses his partners and kills 
his hostage before being gunned 
down in agonizing, ultra slow motion 
by an intrepid police inspector. Lots 
of shootings, but no splatter, no 
squibs, no nothiiv - Could safely play 
on network TV without cuts. 


in inc, „ 

1983/92 m/d: Jack Sholder 
Escaped psychos terrorize doctor’s 
family in this clever, sometimes 
scary slasher by “the people who 
brouglit you THE TEXAS CHAIN- 
SAW MASSACRE.” Benefits greatly 
from good acting, a menacing wit 
and more than a few surprises. 


AMERICAN GOTHIC ^ 

e9fl 

1988/92 m/d; Jolui Hough 
Vacationers arc stranded on an island 
inhabited by a couple of religious 
fanatics (Rod Steiger, Yvonne De 
Carlo) and tlieir decidedly bent, 
grown-up “kids” (including Michael 
J, Pollard). On the plus side; Steiger’s 
eccentric, blustering performance; 
the occasional moments of black 
comedy; and a nifty, mummified 
baby. On the down side: “It’s 



CONTAMINATION 


,e Guthusting ALieN CONTAMINATION 


still the same old story, a search for 
guts and glory...the rundaiiieiilal 
things apply.” fAgain) Pretty stan- 
dard stalk-n’-slasli slasher elevated 
slightly by high-level production 
values. Nice scenery, loo. 


AN AMERICAN WEREWOLF IN 
LONDON ^ 


1981/97 m/d: John Landis 
Two American tourists, backpacking 
in the moors, get lost, get bit, die, 
reappear, transform and die again. 
An uneven, episodic film. De.spite 
the Academy Award won by Rick 
Baker for his effects, the final 
werewolf stage looks clunky and 
unconvincing. 


AMITWILLE HORROR _ 

9 V 

1979/118 m/d: Stuart Rosenberg 
Based on Jay Anson’s blockbuster 
novel, this tame, haunted house 
potboiler simply trots out the usual 
bag o’ tricks before limping towards 
a turgid, terminally lame climax. 
Remarkably unscary, conventional 
stuff, easily surpassed by the more 
perverse antics of the sequel, AMITY- 
VILLE: THE POSSESSION (1982). 


AMITYVILLE II: 

THE POSSESSION ^ 

99i V 

1982/1 10 in/d: Damiano Damiani 
Kid gets possessed by a demon, 
sleeps with his sister and sliotguns 
his family. Arguably the best of the 
series, this is supposedly a “prequcl” 
to the original AMITYVII.LE 
HORROR, 


AMITYVILLE 3-D ^ 

9 

1984/95 m/d: Richard Fleischer 
Yet ariolher dim-witted couple wants 
to rent the famous haunted house. 
Only this one has a big funny rubber 
thing living in a bole of heU in (he 
basement. PUilul 3-D effccls, too. 


And, believe it or eat it, this one’s 
even worse than the original! 

ANGUISH ^ 

1988/98 m/d; Bigas Luna 
Ambitious, slightly surreal artsy gore- 
film-within-a-film abuul a killer who 
collects the eyes of his victims. The 
murderer is mystically controlled by 
his mama (Look out you! The vid 
box warns of subliminal hypnotic 
images.) played by that shrill, nearly 
unwatchable mutant midget Zelda 
(POLTERGEIST) Rubinstein. She’s 
awfully hard to take (as usual), but 
the rest of the fdm offers a few keen 
surprises, neat twists and requisite 
grisliness. The first lime the camera 
pulls back and reveals what is really 
going on is a delicious, magic^ 
moment of discovery. 


APRIL FOOL’S DAY ^ 

9 ^ 

1986/88 m/d: Fred Walton 
Higli-gloss, mainstream effort mas- 
querades as a slasher film pnly to 
expose all the killings as capricious 
pranks committed by “Muffy” or 
“Buffy” or what-thc fuck’s-her- 
name. Makes you grateful for Jason. 
Really does. Honest. 

THE AWAKENING ^ 

9 W 

1980/102 m/d: Mike Newell 
Stephanie Zimbalist v;imps it up and 
is supposed to be the reincarnation 
of some ancient Egyptian princess, 
as a concerned Charlton Heston 
labors to unravel the mystery. The 
movie stands accused of terminal 
lameness, its arlistic license revoked. 


BACKWOODS 

99 « 


& 


1986/93 m/d; Dean Crow 
More iniclligciit and engaging hill- 
billy rcliird horroi ihaii expected 
willi good performances (especially 
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from Dick Kreusser as the geeks 
coon-huniiiiS father) keeping Uui^s 
interesting until the last third degen- 
erates into tlie familiar blood, slob- 
ber and revenge riffs. There s a great 
moonshine dinner conversation and 
haunting use of a hunting ^ng, 
“Shake Him Down ; but Dean 
Crow’s aspirations arc defeated 
his own tliin storyline and low bud- 
aet. Sorry, Dean, but the old 
Tyrone Power NIGHTMARE AL- 
LEY remains the definitive ‘geek 
movie. Nicy try, but no cigai. Worth 
alook, anyhoot. fbb) 

BAD BLOOD ^ 

1 986/ 1 04 m/ d : Mike N ewell 
Paranoid New Zealand farmer thinks 
people are poisoning his livestock 
and stealing his farm and firearms; so 
he proceeds to blow ’em away, ever 
so slowly, in this plodding, ’40 s 
period piece, occasionally highlighted 
by some lush cinematography. Leave 
it to the kissin’ cousins of the Aus- 
tiahan Film Brigade to make even 
mass murder seem excjuisitely boring. 


years after The Shape got up and 
walked away at the end of HALLO- 
WEEN (1978). Wlio knows, perhaps 
the genre can only reasonably 
support one burneJ-up nightmare 
killer per decade. 

BASKET CASE ^ 

iy«'2/8y m/d: Prank Heuenlofter 
One of my personal favorites, this 
twisted, warped, hilariously scary 
tale of vengeful Siamese twins (one 
on his feet, the other in a basket) is 
a surefire cult classic-to-be. Peopled 
with colorful, sleazoid types and 
chock full of gore and black humor, 
this is, indeed, a rare find. Directed 
with much care and affection. 

THE BEAST WITHIN 


BAD DREAMS 




1988/84 m/d: Andrew Fleming 
While unflinchingly borrowing huge 
chunks of ELM STREET real estate, 
BAD DREAMS still manages to 
generate an occasional spark or two 
before finally succumbing to the 
dreaded of curse of The Bad Ending. 
A charismatic Jim Jones-like com- 
mune leader (David Lynch) perishes 
in a fire; thirteen years later, he 
begins reappearing in the supposed 
hallucinations of the love camp’s 
only survivor. The Crispy One 
appears to be responsible for many 
gruesome details; but hell, who 
knows for sure? The prolonged, un- 
satisfying climax offers up yet one 
more lired attempt at the double- 
iwisl shock ending, still in vogue ten 


1982/98 m/d: Phillipe Mora 
Ridiculously scripted, needlessly 
confusing monster story has demon 
rape, cicadas, shotgun niayhern and a 
transformation scene containing the 
most abusive use of bladder effects 
yet Rent the videotape and watch 
the last 25 minutes if you really 
have to see this one. 

THE BEING ^ 

V 

1983/79 m/d; Jackie Kong 
Nifty tale about a monster from a 
toxic waste dump with loads ot 
cameos by washed-up hacks from 
various ’60’s TV shows. Good, clem 
fun. some laughs and a very passable 
monster. Whadda ya want from a 
buncha porno producers, anyway. 

BERSERKER: THE NORDIC 
CURSE 0 

1987/d: JeffRichard 

Rural horrors with hapless horny 

leen campers as fodder. Spint of 

tenth centuiy Viking 

wearing hear mask and claws pos- 


sesscs a local yokel aiui the usual 
mayhem occurs until a real bear 
evens the score. Tlic usual; veUed 
warnings, annoying teenage stereo- 
types played by performers in their 
twenties, the obligatory stumble- 
thmugh-thc-wonds-and-wandcr half- 
mile-just-to-piss setups; sex and 
V asm crosscut with mutilation and 
ileatli; mediocre rock score. There’s 
ome effective moments and good 
use of Utali locations, but you’ve 
seen it all before. (SB) 


mucli to the dismay of her old flame. 
Michael Bock. Meanwhile, Richard 
Widmark spends years searching for a 
man who had slaugliteced his family 
at the start of the flick, he believes 
the killer to be Carradine. since he 
has remembered nothing since the 
accident. It’s only an okay movie, 
playing like a “dirty” (pardon the 
expression) Movie of the Week, but 
at least the story keeps you guessing. 
Mystery fans can take it or leave 
it. (KG) 


BIG MEAT EATER 


■0 


1981/ d; Chris Windsor 
Another revisionist variation on the 
I950’s science-fiction cycle, melded 
with a disamiiiig sense of humor and 
frequent, wonderfully nonsensical 
musical numbers (including the title 
song, “Big Meat Eater,” sung by 
nian/mountain Big Miller). The plot 
is impossible to synopsize. Self- 
conscious, deliberately trashy Cana- 
dian production contrived to be a 
“cult” film, it revels in its own in- 
sanity and 5-cent special effects with 
amusing results. The characters are 
marvelous, particularly Big Miller’s 
Abdullah the Meal Eater, who looks 
like he stepped out of a Jolin Waters 
film, Despite the murders, meat 
fetish, and cannibalistic undertones, 
there’s only a few seconds of gore as 
the Mayor’s hand is mangled by his 
car’s fan belt. Director Chris Wind- 
sor’s restraint is in keeping with the 
fibiTs cartoony approach to its 
ingratiating looniness. (SB) 


BLACKOUT 

99 « ^ 

1985/99 m/d: Douglas Hickox 
This is a cross between JAGGED 
EDGE and THE STEPFATHER, as 
Keith Carradine receives plastic sur- 
gery after a car accident and winds 
up looking just like...Kcitli Carradine. 
He marries lovely Kalbleen Quinlan. 


BLACK MAGIC and BLACK 
MAGIC 2/REVENGE OF THE 



1979-81/ d: Ho Meng-Hau 
Recommended viewing for exploita- 
tion lovers in search of a new Fix! 
Even the cut U.S. television prints 
(which trim the nudity) deliver the 
goods. Director Ho Meng Hau’s com- 
panion features showcase an intoxi- 
cating plethora of Oriental occultism 
and sadism including: cannibalism, 
zombie fucking human meltdowns, 
stigmata mutOation, parasitic worms 
under tire skin. etc. BLACK MAGIC 
2/REVENGE OF THE ZOMBIES is 
particularly lurid concerning a vam- 
piric sorcerer who lives on human 
breast milk. In one incredible scene, 
he shaves a woman’s crotch, using 
(he pubic hair in a potion that in- 
duces instant lactation and “false” 
pregnancy (and the birth of a mon- 
strous, malformed fetus)! Recreates 
a small anny of zombies by driving 
nine-inch spikes into the top of their 
skulls. This peculiar Eastern take on 
black magic arid sorcery lends a 
distinct hallucinogenic edge to the 
proceedings. Redder pastures lie 
across the Pacific! 


THE BLACK ROOM 

9 «« 

1982/88 ni/d: Norman T. Vane 
T .A. hipsters rent cheap room in 


(SB) 
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Hollywood hills and place personal 
ads in newspapers in hopes of luring 
some swingers for swappin’ and 
suckin' (blood and otherwise). Con- 
temporary vampire yam, kinky vo- 
yeurism and a cast of colorful yo-yos 
sliglitly distinguish this one from the 
rest of the direct-to-video releases 
lurking on the shelves. Linnea 
(RETURN OF THE LIVING DEAD) 
Quigley has a bit role watch REAL 
close. 


198H/q9_m/C Qmck-RuasgiU 
Ttlir spectacular Dig-bucK box 
bomb had lots going for it, but a 
good script certainly wasn't one of 
them. The jaw-dropping FX work 
and jarring attack sequences are 
simply not enough to overcome ilie 


basic teens n’ the Army vs. the big 
hug plot. And, too many sym- 
pathetic characters get killed off 
right away, leaving only tykes and 
teens to sustain viewer interest. They 
don’t. Kevin Dillon's swaggering, 
leather-jacketed , rebel-with-a-pose 
act sticks firmly in the throat. More 
kids need to have been killed much 
quicker. There's no fault to be 
found with the exemplary, breath- 
taking FX and creature design work 
by Tony Gardner and Lyle (LITTLE 
SHOP OF HORRORS) Conway. It’s 
as close as they’ve come to Carpen- 
ter’s THE THING in a long while. 


BLOOD BEACH 




1981 /89 m/d : Jeffrey Bloom 
Insufferably atmospheric, bogus 
monster movie, presumably shot in 
“pastel vision” that drips with 
warm, luscious shots of California 
beaches and plenty of L.A. am- 
bience. But alas, there’s a crummy 
payoff with the lamest “monster” 
since IT CONQUERED THE 
WORLD. 

BLOOD DINER 

04 W 

1987/90 m/d; Jackie Kong 
PainfuUy stupid gore comedy is for 
acquired tastes only. Slavish homage 
to H.G, Lewis has the Tutman/Nam- 
tut brothers attempting to resurrect 
Sheetar, an ancient goddess whose 
new body must be assembled trom 
dismembered parts. And. oh, those 
boys! Guess what they’re really 
serving in the stew at the Diner. 
The movie abounds with such clever- 
ness. Drenched in blood and as 
dumb as they come. You 11 cither 
love it. ..or hate it. There s no middle 
around. 


BLOOD FRENZY 

1987/90 m/d: lial Freeman 


0 
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This mess comes in one of the slick 
and glossy oversized video boxes. 
You know, the kind with too much 
color on it and the flashy, embossed 
lettering? First clue to content. It 
also features a bloody hand and knife 
plus photos of the seven victims-to- 
be. Second clue. Third and final 
one: it's got a maniac, an RV, a 
tent and a desert locale. You fill in 
the blanks. 

BLOOD LINK 

1985/98 m/d: Albert De Martino 
Michael Moriarty is a psychiatnst 
who lost his parents and his twin 
brother in a fire. ..or did he? Women 
are being killed and the evidence 
leads to Moriarty. Talky, useless 
non-thriller climaxes with Moriarty 
confronting himself via a shoddy, 
blue screen mat job. Lousy, boring 
stuff. 


BLOODY NEW YEAR 




1986/ d: Norman J. Warren 
A plane, carrying equipment used in 
a “time warp experiment.” crashes 
on an island in 1959 and is discov- 
ered nearly 30 years later by some 
band of dimwits, washed ashore after 
their boat sinks. They party it up at 
the seemingly haunted Grand Island 
Hotel and watch FIEND WITHOUT 
A FACE until a guy comes off the 
screen, chokes this dude, then flies 
off into the projector beam. This 
rousing, laudably out-of-control 
bogosity was directed by the well- 
meaning fellow who helmed the 
equally dorky HORROR PLANET. 

BLOODY WEDNESDAY 


1987/89 m 




BLOOD TRACKS ^ 

1985/ d: Mike Jackson 
The video box proudly states “from 
makers of NIGHTMARE ON ELM 
STREET,” but we know better. 
None of the creative talent, cast, 
crew, or writers are from that series. 
Nope! Merely the same distributors- 
Smart F-gg Pictures. This one plays 
like a limp version of a snow-covered 
HILLS HAVE EYES. A laine-assed, 
head-banging rock group arrives at a 
mountain resort to shoot a music 
video and are trapped by an ava- 
lanche. Unbeknownst to them, forty 
years earlier a woman killed her 
husband and then snatched her kids 
up and went into hiding in these very 
same mountains! The mutant family 
then preys upon the group and their 
airhead girlfriends in unspectacular 
fashion. For further details, consult 
the video box. They’re far more for- 
giving than your reviewer. 


Obviously “inspired” by the notori- 
ous California McDonald Massacre, 
this timid little clunker never lives up 
to its lurid promise. Unbalanced, 
heavily-armed bozo shithead enters 
some fast food joint and blows ’em 
away. He gets shot; he’s dead. The 
climactic gun battle happens just tlut 

fast. Surprisingly bloodless and tidy, 

almost polite. 1 wanted real meat 
with my Big Mac and flesh with my 
fries and whaddit I get-a Bogus 
Burger. 


blue monkey 




1987/98 ni/d: William Fruet 

Nonsensirf title ta e ItMiM 
which takes place inside a hospital. 
Railsback is the hero and he deserves 
a lot better than this. The blood- 
lettina and exiting creature bX are 
fun in this tale of growing monsters 
on the loose but in the end. it just 
looks like a huge ant on the chase. 
The cinematography and editing are 
nice to watch; but this one s best to 

catch on a good double hill. (KG) 


20^^ 


BLUEVELVFT 

99 ( V 

1986/120 m/Q: David Lynch 
Much overrated art film built on an 
incredibly thin and obvious premise: 
evil exists in the world, even in small 
lumber towns! Wlioah! The brut^ 
sex and language is lightwei^t stuff 
compared to Dennis Hopper’s gen- 
uinely frightening portrayal of a 
gas-sniffing, maniacal sexual sadist. 
A shocking, visually stunnmg film 
with lots of ideas, yet nowhere to 
go with them. 


and traps tlie evil, eventually un- 
leasing it again when the mirror is 
broken. Somewhat curious, ambi- 
tious attempt to marry HALLO- 
WEEN and THE EXORCIST on a 
miniscule budget. Worth a look. 

BOOGEY MAN 11 




BODY DOUBLE 




1984/109 in/d: Brian De Palma 
A preposterously contrived, sharne- 
lessly manipulative thriller employing 
the usual grab bag of cinematic tr^ks 
De Palma has become famous lor: 
the dizzying camera pans, the long 
tracking shots, dream sequences, girls 
in expensive lingerie, etc. This 
appears at times to be almost a 
parody of De Palma films with an 
insufferably dense, circomfusive an 
of male masturbatory fantasies and 
compulsive voyeurism at its core. 

THE BOOGENS m 

w 

1981/95 m/d; James Conway 
The title creatures are cocker spaniel 
sized leeches with slitliering tentacles 
and a nasty bite that inhabit an 
abandoned silver mine in Colorado. 
The usual cornball adolescent 
romances aside, this little film is 
lots of fun with good pacing, sus- 
pense and great monster effects by 
William (RETURN OF THE LIVING 
DEAD) Munns. Rather flaccid, 
weak-kneed ending keeps tlih one 
from being a real gem. Too bad. 


1983/79 m/d; Ulii Lomind 
Strange, self-deprecating little film 
that manages to poke fun at the 
slasher genre and include all the gory 
highhghls of its predecessor. Queer 
oddball murders, too, including a 
death by electric toothbrush. I don’t 
think anyone was taking this one too 
seriously. 


T H E 



THE BOOGEY MAN 


0 


1980/86 m/d: Ulli Lomniel 

A mirror “witnes.ses” a knife murder 


THE BRAIN 

99 fn 

1988/94 m/d: Edward M. Hunt 
Evil cerebrum from outer space 
attempts to take over the earth by 
broadcasting hypnotic, hallucinatory 
signals during poP^lar TV show 
hosted by David 

Dr Hill) Gayle. Could have b«ti a 
fun little picture, but director Hunt 
shows little fiair for the matenal and 
continually resorts Jo unexcming 
FX inserts to pad the Him. 
Williams’ creature design looks mnky 
at first, but the director insists on 
sliovine it in our faces at ever}' op 
pottunlty, hereby dlininishing « 
overall iiripaet. ° 

was terrific iri RE-ANMATOR, 
mostly wasted in this role. 1 1 y- 

BRAIN DAMAGE ^ 

9*9« I p/f 

1988/89 iii/d: Frank Hcnenlottci 


Ofltimes described as “Tlie Tiniiler 
Takes a Tiip." lliis psychedelic, 
splatter comedy boasts of a singing 
brain parasite, several really trippy 
hallucination sequences and death 
by blow |ob. Pretty heady stuff 
from the director of cult fave-rave 
BASKET CASE. Though liainpcred 
somewhat by an agreed upon “R" 
rating {a couple key scenes have 
obviously been severely trimmed), 
the ftlm remains riotous good fun; 
though, admittedly, it does take 
awhiie to warm up to Edmer’s para- 
sitical panache. 


THE BROOD _ 

9999 

197d/‘)0 Tii/d: David Cronenberg 
Brilliantly scary, oo/ing opus by Tlie 
Master of Venereal Horror. Oliver 
Reed encourages his patients at the 
Psychoplasmic Institute to bring 
tbeir inner tumioils to the surface 
in the form of welts, zits, bniiscs, 
boils and blood. Samantha Eggar 
licks mutant afterbirth and snow- 
suited kids with cleft palates and no 
belly buttons club people’s brains 
out with hammers, Choice stuff. 


THE BRIDE 

1985/118 m/d: Franc Roddain 
Misguided, yet at limes, breatii- 
takingiv sumptuous, retelling of 
THE ‘bride of FRAMKENSTEIN. 
The creature’s relationship with a 
vagabond dwarf is the one element 
that briefly holds tins one togetlier. 
Inspired miscasting of rock star 
Sting and Jennifer (FLASHDANCE) 
Beals. Best scene has newly-ani- 
mated Beals in a huge crypt during a 
violent storm; though her inelo- 
dramatics with Sting at lire climax 
will make you wince uncomfor- 
tablv. 


BRAIN DAMAGE 



BURIAL GROUND _ 

] 980/92 m/d : Andrea Bianchi 
The dead walk and tear and rip 
again in this inspired slaughterthon 
that's short on logic but long on 
attack zombies. Neal eyeball skew- 
ering in homage to Lucio Fulci. 
Grand splatter in the Italian Cannibal 
Zombie tradition. (Watch out for 
the kid zombie who bites Mommy’s 
nipple off.) Great FX by Gianetto 
De Rossi. 

BURIED ALIVE 

(aka BLUE HOLOCAUST, BUIO 
OMEGA, BEYOND THE DARK- 
NESS) 

99i 

1980/85 m/d; Joe D’Amato 
A film alleged to have used real 
corpses that were mutilated during 
filming. Maybe. .miaybe not. though 
the autopsy and cremation scenes are 
bone chilling. Really sick kid keeps 
his dead girlfriend arouitd for weeks; 
he doesn’t make many new friends. 
Sleazy stuff from the director of the 
piss-awful GRIM REAPER. 

THE BURNING ^ 

1081/00 m/d: Tony Maylaii) 

A summer camp handyman is Inde- 
ously Inimed when a practical joke 
backfires and returns to kill lots of 
fuckin' ami su.'kiii' t-ni!. Tom 



Sa>im did the effects, but they are 
veiy brief, indeed. Best part of the 
film is probably the haunting musical 
score b\ keyboardist Rick Wakeman. 

CANTS’IBAL CAMPOUT ^ 

ldS8,'85 m/d: McBride & Fisher 
A dreadful bore with gore. Teenaged 
snotheads are stalked by roughneck 
geeks who wanna eat 'em. Most of 
the FX are of the squirt-the-wall 
variety, but if you’re still awake at 
the end, you’ll get to see a couple of 
folks get ripped apart and a fetus 
eaten. Endless shots of the talent- 
barren cast stomping through the 
woods and making fools of botlt 
themselves and their families. This 
shot-on-video shitheap makes 
LUNCHMEAT look like TilE 
TEXAS CILALNSAW MASSACRE. 
Trbs poo-poo ca<a. 

MAKE 


C.ANMBAL HOT OCAUST 
9999 ^ 

I978. 95m'd: Ruggero Deodaii.i 
Brutal and uncompromising film 
follows a documentarv' crew out to 
uncover the fate of a previous ex- 
pedition, lost and presumed eaten 
by cannibals. Vicious sexual vio- 
lence and loads of nauseating animal 
killings and mass human slau^ter 
make this jungle chunldilower a 
real rough n’ tumble ride. Cockeyed 
moral posturing on the part of the 
filmmakers attempts to comince 
viewers that exploitation of primi- 
tive cultures for profit is somehow 
reprehensible; yet. that's precisely 
what this film does. Hauniine. 
disturbing and powerful work with 
a drop-dead gut punch. Come pre- 
pared, this may well be The Ultimate 
Cannibal Film. 


CANNIBAL FEROX 
•aka MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY) 
If , 

i9t5 in/d; Umberto Lenzi 
This jungle gorefest takes cinematic 
sadism to the limit. It’s Eke a 
"greatest hits” package -24 scenes of 
barbaric cruelty, together for the 
first time! Your favorite acts of dis- 
membennent, gut munching, braui 
eating, penis wacking, eyeball 
poking, tit tearing, etc. Most offen- 
sive, however, is the real violence 
and brutahty committed upon 
animals. Lives up to its “banned in 
3 1 countries” moniker. 




of exciting, crisply-edited nightmare 
sequences. Nothing new here, folks, 
just some recycled themes redressed 
in some new and trendy designer 
packaging. 


CAT PEOPLE 




CARNAGE 
? 

1983/ d; AndyMUligan 
The film begins with a wedding and 
suicide pact. Another newlywed 
couple buys the house this occurred 
in, with the expected poltergeist 
activities, bloodied spectres, gory 
deaths and attempted exorcism cul- 
minating in tragedy. The pacing and 
storytelling are as disjointed as ever; 
but the tale is too simple to be con- 
fused by Milligan’s approach. Cinema 
tography is much harper than the 
usual ’70’s Milligan murk; but it’s 
still completely deadpan, as is his 
direction, editing and abysmally 
crude (if often bloody) effects work. 
For Milligan devotees only, all 
others will find it too empty and 
tedious to stay with. (SB) 

CASSANDRA ^ 

99 

1987/94 m/d; Colin Hagleston 
Psychological thriller set in the high 
fashion world about a woman psy- 
chic who “sees” murders from the 
killer’s point of view. A lot like 
EYES OF LAURA MARS, you say? 
Right again, clever lad. CASSAN- 
DRA offers few surprises, thougli it 
boasts of a knockout opening, snaky 
Raimi-like cainera moves, really 
slick production values and a couple 


1982/1 18 m/d: Paul Schrader 
Overblown remake of a classic “B” 
film is too pretentiously arty and 
literal. Plenty of nudity, weird 
sexual themes, and heavy-handed 
direction make tliis attempt need- 
lessly confused and spectacularly 
off the mark. 

CAT’S EYE _ 

99 

1985/93 m/d: Lewis Teague 
First episode with James Woods as 
a desperate smoker attempting to 
quit his habit is best. The otlier two 
throwaway tales include a harrowing 
bet and a girl who sees trolls living 
under her bed. Typically uneven 
screen adaptation of yet another set 
of Stephen King stories. 

CELLAR DWELLER 

99 ^ 

1987/78 m/d: JohnBuechler 
Directed by long time EMPIRE pic- 
tures collaborator and creator of 
many cheapshit rubber creatures, 
John Buechler, you can guess what 
to expect from this one. Well... 
nearly. Tins one tries hard but is 
undennined by a fault in its basic 
premise, never a good place to fuck 
up. It is 1957. A pulp horror artist 
(played by Jeffrey Combs, shovel- 
swinger of RE-ANIMATOR and 
brain-biter in FROM BEYOND) 
creates a horror cartoon creature 
named CELLAR DWELLER, incor- 
porating actual occult texts into his 
drawings. The creature promptly 
comes to life and is briefly battled 
by Combs before his home is en- 
gulfed by fire, killing him. Cut to 
the pieseiU. A gifted young car- 


toonist mows into the m>» -lestoied 
Combs household to gain inspuation 
frwn the surroundings of her favorite 
cartoonist, Pestered by another 
student with whom she has had 
dealines in the past, she draws a 
cartoon which depicu this plagiaiis- 
tic fellow student being eaten by 
CELLAR DWELLER just to let off 
steam. Enter 'ole DWELLER again, 
who chows down on ^^ullowne^•'s 
piotaeonist and a few others beiore 
being' dispalchedC?) The movie does 
haw a couple of good moments, 
though. Namely the decapitation of 
an inwstigating cop and a hilarious 
shot of the creature gulping down an 
eve. As for the creature, if you've 
seen GHOLT-IES and TROLL, youTl 
tnow what to expect, only on a 
larger scale. (GR) 


THE CHANGELING 
9i 




1980/T 13 nv'd: Peter Medak 
George C. Scott and Trish Van 
Devere try to appear frightened by 
such hair-raising horrors as a child’s 
■wheelchair stalking them do-^ii-n a 
creaky staircase. Whoops. I gave 
away the best part! Sorry. 



CHILD S PLAY ^ 

1988/87 m.'d; Tom Holland 
Mortally wounded scu/ball (Brad 
rX'uriD invokes voodoo curse and 
sends his spirit into the little body of 
Chucky The 'vVondei Doll. Well. 


Chuckv' starts talking nast\ and stirs 
up lots of anti-soci^ sentiments in 
his new owner, a reallv- cute kid who 
can't act worth a shil- Soon, people 
die and the cops don't buy the kid’s 
excuse that “Chucky did it," Didn't 
anyone else notice that our tiny tot 
ps>-cho begins to exhibit even- 
known slasher cliche used rince 
1978? Despite the incredible techni- 
cal artistry used to animate Chucks- 
(Kevin Yagher’s FX1, it’s still a 
highly predictable ride into overly 
farmliai terriioiy. For a doll kill 
film with real bite . you’ll still have to 
go back to episode tlirec, “Prey.” of 
the 1975 made-for-TA' thriller, TRIL- 
OGY OF TERROR. That’s as scarv- 
es dolls get. 


THE CHILDREN j,.. 

•© 

1980/93 m.‘d; Max Kalmanowlcz 
Radioactive kids with black finger- 
nails flash fry folks in a small town as 
the sheriff attempts to investigate the 
atranic zombie phenomenon. Goofy- 
stuff-beware \ideo cassettes with 
crummy package designs. 


CHILDREN OF THE CORN _ 

1984/93 m,'d: Frit? Kiersch 
Misguided attempt to present a 
Stephen King short stoty about a 
weird cult of Midwestern children 
who have killed all the adults and 
sacrifice their ow-n to “he w-ho 
walks behind the rows." Laughable 
and incompetent. 


CHOPPING MALL 
(akaKILLBOTSl ^ 

99 

1086'"6 m d: Jtm 'iSynorski 
Hi-iech security- robots run amok in 
a multi-level shoppins comple.x in 
this Julie Comian (wife de Rogeil 
produced cheapie featuring cameos 
frean New World Pictute.s aluinm 
Mary Woronov. Paul Bartel, and. ot 
course, our own beloved Dick 


:!4 


Miller, Includes nnc humdinger of an 
exploding head gag, too; perhaps the 
finest one since the bespectacled, 
balding bozo blew his brainpan out 
in SCANNERS- 


CHRISTLNE 

99 « 

1984/1 10 m/d: John Caqjenter 
Malevolent ’59 Plymouth Fury pos- 
sesses owners and makes them listen 
to dated rock ’n’ roll on the radio 
and do bad things to their friends. 
Curiously unappealing big budget 
effort by wonderboy John Car- 
penter, who definitely needs a 
hit. ..fast. Another miss for hopeful 
Stephen King fans. 


CHRISTMAS EVIL 
(aka YOU BETTER WATCH OUT, 
TERROR IN TOYLAND) 

9 

1982/106 m/d: Lewis Jackson 
Supervisor at the Jolly Dream Toy 
Factory dresses like Santa Claus, 
breaks into a few houses and offs 
a couple of folks before he and his 
Christmas van fly off the road and 
into the full moon sky. Yep, just 
like in E.T. Produced by some real 
lame cats. 


C.H.U.D. 

99i 

1 984/88 in/d: Andrew Bunhime 
Very well-scripted monster pic has 
nasty cannibalistic humanoids living 
in the sewer systems of New York 
and preying on the homeless. Finely 
tuned performances by John Heard 
and Daniel Stern add credibility to 
this intelligent, nicely crafted, ex- 
citing, little film. Good monsters 
with some grisly effects nice work 
by Ed French and John Caglione. 


CITY OF BLOOD 
t 

1983/96 m/d: Darrell Rciodt 
Boring, dog-faced medical examiner 




with personal problems investigates 
the murders of prostitutes whose 
bodies bear the ceremonial slashes of 
a 20,000-year-old African cult. The 
guy whines his way throughout and 
then shoots himself at the end. Big 
fucking deal. The town never does 
get painted red. Prissy, pretentious 
claptrap. 

CITY OF THE WALKING DEAD 

1981/92 m/d: Umberto Lenzi 
Hackneyed Italian/Spanish zombie 
epic has the stiffs departing from an 
airplane, munching ±e airport per- 
soruiel and marching into town for a 
jumbo chowdown. Bloody and 
brainless, with lots of peculiarly 
frisky and resourceful zombie types. 
This one’s cold and has no discern- 
ible pulse. Pass. Director Lenzi is 
also responsible for two notable 
jungle chunk blowers: CANNIBAL 
FEROX and DOOMED TO DIE 
(aka EATEN ALIVE BY THE 
CANNIBALS and THE EMERALD 
JUNGLE). 


CLASS OF 1984 _ 

999 <0 

1982/93 m/d: Mark Lester 
A real life horror film, a sort of punk 
updating of THE BLACKBOARD 
JUNGLE. Has everything a good 
exploitation film should 
clearly drawn heroes and villians. 
violence, sex and lots of action. This 
is a very grueling, friglriening film 
partially based on actual incidents of 
student violence towards teachers. 
Sobering and nightmarish. 

CLASS OF NUKE ’EM HIGH _ 

99« W 

1986/81 m/d: Herz/Wcil 
Kids start to mutate after smoking 
atomic pot grown next to a 
malfunctioning nuclear power plant. 
Plenty of effects work and monster 
makeup can't hide the fact that what 
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you're witnessing is a pretty darned 
stupid excuse for a movie. From the 
fol]« at Troma Films, this one rarely 
comes close to the deliciously 

1 ribald, black comedy and sense of 

style so confidently trotted out in 
their other nuclear nut-basher, TIIE 

1 TOXIC AVENGER. 

COMPANY OF WOLVES ■ 

99 ^ 1 

1985/95 m/a; NeilJordan ^ I 

Dense, multi-layered allegorical fable ■ 

based on “Little Red Riding Hood’’ 1 

that involves a troubled young girl I 

approaching a particiilarly fright- 1 

ening puberty (one would guess). 1 

The sets and costumes arc sumptuous 1 

1 COMBAT SHOCK ^ 

1 W 

1984-86/ d: Buddy Giovinairzo 

The most obsessive and grueling in- 
dependent horror film since THE 
EVIL DEAD. Angry, uncompro- 
misingly bleak vision of life in the 
lower depths with a dishonorably 
discharged Vietnam vet suffering an 
impoverished existence with his 
burnout wife and hideous Agent 
Orange mutant infant in an absolute 
shithole apartment. Piecemeal 

memories of a war atrocity he may 
or may not have been responsible for 
finally drive him over the edge, cul- 

and the cinematography is properly I 

elegant; but the events are too 1 

hallucinatory and distant to be 1 

involving. Hot-shot En^sh FX 1 

whiz Chris Tucker bragged that Ms 1 

wolf animatronics would make THE I 

HOWLING transformations look 1 

quite primitive. My ass! 1 

THE CRAVING ^ 1 

1980/90 m/d: Paul Morilla 1 

Paul Naschy werewolf vehicle for ac- 1 

quired tastes only. lie gets burned 1 

at the stake along with some witches, j 

nnlv tn rp-fum in 9.00 vears to chew 1 


■ JJlUiUCl. 3U1V.1UV, mivj 

1 Director Buddy Giovinazzo shot it 

1 for peanuts on Staten Island, but it’s 

1 a brutal, brilliant film that pulls no 

film fetishists. 1 


punches. Nastiest sequence has a gmMM 

junkie cramming a fix into his vein . 

with a fucking coat hanger.. .just a %, 

warm up for the final jolting move- 

ment of the film. Relentless grim, 

terribly disturbing fare for those who ggg - 

can get into it. (SB) Hv 

Ricky Giovinazzo in COMBAT SHOCK |H 


1 ^ 

P ' ' ‘ ' 

Klaus Gels Kinky in CRAWLSPACE 

CRAWLSPACE 0 

*986/82 m /d : David Scliraoeller 

Klaus Kinski stars as an ex-Nazi ^ 

taken to wearing too much eye , 

makeup and spying on his tem^e 

1,.. aiders in this dreadful timewaster 

1 A hB 

from Chas. Band’s Empire Pu-tures. 

Won’t they EVER learn? 
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CRXZ'l F\T ETHEL ll 
4 

Nu-KPlulips 
I’hilips' se^^c^i to his own 

CR1M1N.\LIV INSANE is J 
pjtohwork JtTiir. v'Yeih liependent 
extensive use of ior\' footjge 
from the ondnil festure to psJ out 
the ir.isetiMe opening and ending so- 
i^uences. That the new matenal is 
badl\ shot on video (^with wretched 
sound"! doesn't help nutters. Oldei. 
graver, fatter Ethel is discharged 
fnvn the asylum when budget cuts 
force administrators to relocate the 
"less dangerous"" ininates into half- 
way hx'uses. -As rood is scarce. 
Ethel quickly becomes dangerous 
223111. in her c>\vn hangdog manner. 
.•Oden IS. again, incredible to watch 
with her expressively dour face, 
insatiable appetite, and endearmc 
habit of snacking between stabbings 
and lauglimg at nothing whatsoever. 
She is the film's onlv virtue. Worst 
of all. the sequel ignores tlie origi- 
nai"s nasty ending and its even 
nastier storx' possibilities. Oh. well. 
Pass the .\ipo. (.SB"! 


V REEFERS 

SSJ 

SO ni d, 

.•\ sp^v'kv girl h.is weird, rclepithh.' 
control wiUi insect swarms and 
Bomba, the Wcnder Chunp, is 
stalking something with a blcKxiied 
straaglii rj.'or as scteaniing fu£z tone 
guitars split your skull. No. it's not 
some 'pO's en acid flashback scene, 
but merely the butchered, nearly 
incomprehensible. .American version 
of .Argento's haunting PHENOMEN.A. 
This fdra despeiaieU needs the extra 
dv"! minute.s cut from the European 
prmts lo allow .Arger.to adequate 
tunc to cast his magic spell. By the 
w ay. that"s .Argento's daughter whose 
hand gets sciss^ited to the door frame 
during the rousang first reel. 




Siiivivi'is 111 ;iii liitloiiuisl 

l.iki' irluv.i' III ilTi .iI'.iiuIuihhI liil'iii;i 
U'l'V :iiiil iiio suiiiiillinlv irilui'i‘d in 
mimln-i hv ;i iiiiiiainlmn. vory liunl 
iiiii-liH'kliH’ iilii'ii |'i(“i.liiloi Doiri on 
ilin ilu'iip. Ml iiirI iiioiiiid it di’it'lifl 
Los Aiinolcs luilo shop. ('Ulild’O 
/OtMS oHVis lilth‘ iiiid dolivi'is 
SiiMH’- Soiiii' ciciil ini’ r X , iiR'Iiidiiii’, 
;i s(|iiishv hiith sci’iii’, mo iiinbilnuis 
ciioiii'.li, hid iilliniiiU'ly mo holniyod 
by tho hiuh.'.ol. linnoii (lib'IURN 
Ob' nil’ I lVIN(i Dl'AI)') Oiiiylov 

Sims as 0110 ol (ho duoinod loiiOKiulo 
soldiers. 


iRi;i:i*siiow v:t 

1‘)K'2/I2C) m/il; (Icorjic Romero 
Uneven hodpepodbo id hori'oi 
viy.nclles done in liomapo 1i> Iho old 
R.C. eoiiiics ol iho '50's. Inspired at 
limes. Ilie entire lilni never adds up 
lo the sum or its parts. The lusl epi- 
sode Willi ITU. Maishall hiillliii« an 
army ol' [;iiaiio-siickiny. Suulh Ameri- 
can cockroaches is ;irj.;viahly the hesl 
rciili/cd sepmenl. 


c'ri;ki‘siiow2 ^ 

»« ^ 

l')H7/Hd ni/d: Michael Gornick 
Considering ihe caliher ol tiilenl in- 
volved in Ihis sei|iiel (Romero. Kiny,. 
Siivini). lliis lepid Irio of yarns 
proves iiuilc ilisappoiiilinfr, and lar 
less iidvoirliiresome lluin the 
oni'.imil- liiieli of ihe slunes hems a 
lillle too imieh paddinp il isn'l iinlil 
lire limil episode. "The Uilchhikei','’ 
lliitl dnnus really slail lo peicolale, 
All Ihe episotlcs me sorvicoiihiy nood, 
soil ot like deeeiil siijtmeiils (d 
“Tales Tjoiii llie Dmkside," hnl 
really iioliiini’, motr. Il seoiiis its 
Ihoui'b oitr (loly Irinily of honor 
Was jiisl eoasliiiy, Ihroiit'h Iliis one. 


< RITil.RS 

l')S,S/K<i in/d Slev llett'k 


I'eieinally h. missed hv etealuies ol all 
soil.s, IVe W.dlaeo Is hirt .inain piil 
upon hv hide (oolliv. loiil moiilheil 
luiihalls Inmi niilei spaee iii llns 
leriesliin)',, unexpeeli'dly elevei , mini 
inonsli'i movie. The dialoy Irel.wi'Pii 
lire erealiiies is piteeloss (itve II a 
ehiinee llroiii'.li the laelo'd on. 
I'omed and plioiiy happy endiip', 
does make von hieak slihle a hil. 

CRITTGRS 

2 

I'lHp/KS m/d: Mink Garris 
I'lii.s weak. i;nlless seipiel isn'l liall 
Ihe Inn ol Iho oiiy.imil. even Ihmii'Ji 
il's |iliiyeil moslly fm lavii'lis iiinl 
siraiiis niinhlily In |<el ’em. Tills one 
iiisl unes Ihioiiyh Ihe molions ami 
exhihils lillle ol Ihe loolliy ehaiin 
lhal imnie Ihe I'irsl one siicli a 
ileliC.hl. 

( KOCODIUI': ^ 

l>)K2/‘H) iii/d: Sompolo Sands 
Cruinniy lilieixlass iiiodel cioeoilile 
eals mininliire waler hnihilo in lids 
amlacloiisly had I'liai impoil Ahoiil 
as had as Urey gel 


CU,IO 

Iff 




mM'hUnId: l.cWK 'IVlll'.liJ! 
('laiislrophohie. siispen.setnl eliiliei 
wilh mind SI. Beimird slalkinr, a 
molhei and her yoiiny, son. Jairmg. 
vicious di'i', al laek.s arid yreal makeup 
eri'eols, Iroin SU'ptn'ii Kni).', novel. 


CUR 1 AIMS 
Iff Iff 

pm woo Ill/d . lohn Sli'ykei 
Aclie.sses iiieel al a soelmied manor 
house III andilioii loi Ihe lead m an 

lew play and am imn 

.|..,eil one hy one by ' ■ 
killei. Sivllsh, bill 


•St 


asked 
ly lainilliii . 
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THE CURSE 

1987/90 m/d: David Keith 
Actor David (FIRESTARTER) Keith 
in his directorial debut about a farm- 
house family, headed by Claude 
Atkins (to whose character you’d 
like to administer a shotgun enema), 
whose water supply becomes contam- 
inated. This causes Mom to grow 
huge welts on her face (which no one 
seems to notice). Soon the contami- 
nated become homicidal. There is a 
miniinuin of blood, but we’re talking 
exploding maggots galore. For a hor- 
ror film, it’s pretty inept; but it 
offers a fair amount of fun in a 
Saturday night schlock, campy way. 

(KG) 

CUT AND RUN m 

99 W 

1985/90 m/d: Ruggero Deodato 
Michael Berryman (THE HILLS 
HAVE EYES) and his flesh-eating, 
aboriginal chums engage in a series 
of raids on the local jungle cocaine 
manufacturers. Exciting pre-title 
sequence gives way to sluggishly 
paced, rather bloodless actioneer, 
further marred by a slack ending. 
From the director of CANNIBAL 
HOLOCAUST. 


DARIO ARGENTO’S WORLD OF 
HORROR ^ 

9999 'sfeT 

1986/90 m/d: Michele Soavi 
Affectionate, yet thorough documen- 
tary on Italy’s primo horrormeister 
that includes rarely seen cuts from 
TENEBRAE, SUSPIRIA, and PHE- 
NOMENA. Behind-the-scenes shots 
show Argento as a master of the 
innovative camera set-up as well as 
an unrepentant gorehound. Fas- 
cinating, loving study is a real treat 
for horror aficionados. 

THE DARK ^ 

99 ^ 

1979/92 m/d: John “Bud” Cardos 
Writers, newscasters and cops search 
Los Angeles for a giant, red-eyed 
homicidal alien ripper who has been 
yanking heads off and frying folks 
with laser vision. Confusing and un- 
focused, it slowly manages to build 
up a little suspense before totally 
blowing it with a wimped-out ending. 
Verdict : Goods Not Delivered . 




DAMIEN -OMEN II 




1978/109 in/d: Don Taylor 
These films tend to look much 
better after witnessing a decade’s 
worth of anemic, unskilled imita- 
tors who’ve consistently fumbled the 
ball. Further adventures of the now- 
leenaged Antichrist, who begins to 
sense his true destiny whfic cn- 
sennsed at a snooty, upper-echelon 
Military Academy. As people 
uncover the irulb, they die spectacu- 
lar deaths as required by the Omen 
Code. Solid performances by all. 
especially William Holden and Lee 
Grant as the paranoid foster parents 
of Tlie Cloven Hoofed One. 


DARK ACE 


1987/90 m/d: Arch Nicholson 
Mythic, jumbo-sized Australian croco- 
dile god is captured but is eventually 
returned to its original habitat by an 
aboriginal croc cult led by David 

Walkabout, last wave) 

Gulpillil. Using JAWS as a model, 
this surprisingly adept adventure 
yarn features serviceable creature 
FX, decent acting, crisp editing and 
gung-ho camera moves that’ll make 
your bead spin. Based on a novel, 
yet. 

THE DARK SIDE OF MIDNIGHT 

! ^ 

1984/95 m/d: Wes Olsen 
Little Timmy, cute as a roach, likes 
to run around the house in his lor 
Johnson mask and imagine he has a 
killer in his closet. Meanwhile, the 
.,fiii.,ai pMn-5 nrc lookillfi fOT thC 


The Dawnoi Spl 



••Detroit Creeper,'' a double-digit 
serial dasher witlr long hair and a 
bulbous nose who’s about as scary 
as Captain Kangaroo. Excrutiating 
acting by an ugly cast is accompariied 
by an obnoxious, mtnimabst synthe- 
sizer score. Gag me. 


DAWN OF THE M UMMY 

1981/88 m/d: Armand Weston 
Fashion photographers and models 
trespass in ancient tombs and 
unleash an army of mummies. 
Unforgettable scene has newlywed 
groom showing off his wife to ad- 
mirers.. .only to find the mummies 
greedily violating his princess. 
Awesome. 


A DAY OF JUDGEMENT 


1981/ d: C. D. H. Reynolds 
Southern priest in early 1900’s 
bemoans townspeople turning away 
from the church en mass and evokes 
the Wrath of God, which arrives in 
the form of a dark, scythe-wielding 
death figure who episodically con- 
fronts a cast of greedy, grasping 
sinners. Dreary fundamentalist mo- 
rality tale couldn’t scare a three- 
year-old. A lifeless curio which 
preaches righteous hellfre and brim- 
stone but inspires only tedium and 
derisive laughter. (SB) 


DAWN OF THE DEAD ^ 

19'/y/l26 m/d: George Romero 
Right on the cutting edge of Splatter 
Fever at the dawn of the decade 
came Part Two of Romero s zombie 
trilogy. A long-winded, hyperviolent 
black comedy featuring notoriously 
meaty scenes of ’copter crew cuts, 
mashed and macheted heads, gi^ 
rippings and enough of the red stun 
to drown the city of Pittsburgh. 
Some highbrow types see the film as 
a satirical attack on this country s 
shallow, materialistic values, con- 
sumer greed and sliopping m^l 
malaise; while most others simply 
regard it as the Greatest Zombie 
Film Ever Made, Tom Savini became 
a household word. European prints 
and the domestic non-theatrical 
version include nearly fifteen min- 
utes of additional footage. 


DAY OF THE DEAD 

1996ft Vk 

iy85/102 m/cJ: George Romero 
Misunderstood. underappreciated, 
and released without any fanfare, 
this third installment of Romero’s 
zombie series remains the most 
mentally engaging and provotog one 

of the lot. Sure, it’s talky as hell 

this time, the characters really have 
something to say amidst absolutely 
superlative splatter FX generated by 
Tom Savini and crew. 'Bub, the 
film’s “educated” zombie, is a joy 
to behold, all subtle nuance and 
sublime prosthetics, catalyzed by an 
endearing performance by Howard 

Sherman. God bless George Romero. 


DEAD AND BURIED 

99e« 




1 98 1 /95 m/d : Gary Sherman 
Slam-bang, hard-core horror, written 
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IMDOMJVl 


by Dan O'Bannon, concerns a spr}- 
mortician's experiments on the re 
cently deceased- Jack Albertson i 
performance is a real treat. With 
great, chilling effects work and a 
morbidly clever and rousing ending. 

AT DAWN 




DEAD BEAT AT DAWN 


1987/80 m/d: Jim Van Bebber 
Muscular, exciting splatter actioneer 
transcends its gritty, 16mm look and 
micro-budget on the strength of 
Van Bebber’s stylish, savvy direction. 
Keep an eye on this kid. He also 
wrote the screenplay, edited the film, 
handled the righteously gory FX and 
stars as a street gang leader attemp- 
ting to rise above his grim and violent 
surroundings. This one’s really 
down-and-dirty and comes packed 
with killer fight scenes, splashy bullet 
hits and nasty knifings. Hits like a 
jackboot to the nuts. 




DEAD CALM 

9! 

1989/96 !,d:'Phillip Noyce 
This wimpy, spineless, knee-jerk ’sus 
pensc-thriller’ had the critics hyper- 
ventilating with hyperbole. Few 
seemed to care it was actually a 
thinly-veiled, highly predictable pot- 
boiler of the usually reviled stalk-n'- 
slash subgenre. So, big deal, this 
lime the psycho is on board an ex- 
pensive yacht, terrorizing a couple of 
Upper Clusters on their South Seas 
vacation. Still plays like a retro- 
retread of your typical by-the- 
numbers knife-kiB flick right down 
to the double-climax ending. Fright 
fluff for wankers dazzled by JAG- 
GED EDGE or FATAL ATTRAC- 
TION. 


DEAD 

HERT 




UEAD HEAT 

94 

1988/86 m/d: Mark Goldblalt 
The title’s half right anyway. Al- 
thou^ tliere’s no “heat,” there is 
plenty that’s “dead” in this picture, 
including the witless plot and Joe 
Piscopo's impersonation of a muscle- 
bound zombie potatohead. Stick to 
the workouts and the beer commer- 
cials, bub, you sure ain’t funny. An 

alleged action/zombie/buddy/cop 

horror comedy, it’s neither exciting, 
scary nor funny. Its (minimally^ 
redeeming feature is Steve Johnson s 
makeup work, especially the butcher 
shop sequence when the carcases 
corne back to life. Lucky them. The 
movie never gets that far. 
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DEAD 

ringers 


FROM THE DIRECTOR OF "TJiERV 
COMES A *^'AD of THWLLER 


DEAD RINGERS 




198S li5m,'d: Davia Cronenberg 
Hannting. riveting, devastating filin 
dironides the eccentric lifestyles ol 
identical twn gynecologists and their 
eventual descent into madness, dmg 
addiction and ruin. Jeremy Irons 
work in the dual role is consuininaie 
craftsmanship of the highest order as 
is Cionenbera’s impeccable direction. 
A fascinatingly bizarre character 
study that deeply probes the iiuier- 
mosi human yearnings for love. sex. 
compassion and mercy. Cronenberg s 
most assured and controlled filin to 
date, this modem masterwork fulfills 
the promise made in 1975 when 
THEY CAME FROM WITHIN first 
announced the presence ot a briglu. 
new, major genre talent. 


for-TV episodes stuck together m an 
etYort to create a CRFEPSHOW-Iike 
fonnat film. The first episode. THE 
CC RSE. is by far and ait-ay the best 
(which isn't saying much). It con- 
cerns the owner of a tenement 
building (played by Harry Hamhn of 
L.A. L.AW) who is cursed by a mys- 
terious voodoo wiich until he agrees 
to do some much-needed repairs on 
the rotting building. Features a 
beautifully executed snake-undei-the 
skin effect, the only piece of blood 
in the whole film. Tlie second epi- 
sode. MAN'S BEST FRIEND, is a 
j rather uninteresting TY^ILIGHT 

1 ZONE like episode about a man 
I who dredges up a hound of hell 
I from his subconscious to kill his 
enemies. Distinguished only by a 
I brief glimpse of the lead actress 
’ breasts'. Forgettable. TTie third 
episode, TRUE BELIF.\'ER, fea- 
' tures Tom Skerritt (AEIEN. THE 
DEAD ZONE) as a siereotypical 
cvTiical. divorced cop investigating 
the suicide of a priest in a supposedly 
haunted church. Far too cluttered, 
this episode would need the iuh 
running time of the film to unfo d 
properlv. Just plain boons, Owr^h 
pathetic. 


DEAD ZONE ^ 

1984/103 m/o; David Cronenberg 
Man wakes from a five year coma 
and finds he has extraordinary 
mental powen. Controlled, sut. 
peiiscfnl and hiaUy retvatdm 
Christopher Walkens perforraame is 
absolutely first rate ‘niis film 
easily the best Stephen Rmg adap- 
tation yet. 


DEADLINE 




DEAD-TIME STORIES 




W85/m mid: Noyce & Sclienkc. 

This film.misleadiiigiv titled "a 1987 
production," is in fact three made- 


1>J87 m/d: Mario Azzapardi 
Stephen Young is a best seUing 

honor writer whose kids start actmg 

out grislv scenes troni his books^. 
witli unfortunate results. nati.h- 


Umisuaily well Ihought-oul film with 
provoking dialog, blood-soaked 
effects ftnultiple dismemberment by 
the nastiest piece of farm machinery 
you’ve ever seen) and one doozy of 
an ending Highly recommended. 

DEA DLY BLESSING _ 

99 ^ 

1981/102 m/d: Wes Craven 
Fundamentalist religious sect hassles 
former member who has defected. 
Uneven thriller nonetheless has a few 
inspired scenes with spiders in tire 
mouth and snakes in the batlitub. 
From the director of the notorious 
LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT. 


DEADLY EYES 




1983/88 m/d: George Cosmatos 
Dachsunds in rat costumes bite and 
chew people to pieces in this bloody, 
inadvertently funny, eco-disastcr 
film. Sure, you know they’re not 
giant rats, but don’t let that stop you 
from enjoying a little bit of this 
harmless nonsense, served up in a 
rather stylish and effective manner. 


DEADLY FRIEND „ 

( 0 

1986/92 m/d: Wes Craven 
Whiz kid resurrects dead girl friend 
by inserting a computer microchip 
into her brain. Apparently, the dead 
kid’s brain was the only one used to 
dream up this stultifying mess. The 
only passable 30 seconds of this film 
involve a splashy head smashing by a 
ba.skctball. Stick around, though; 
the ending of this film must be seen 
to be believed. 


THE DEADLY SPAWN ^ 

99e ^ 

iy83/9Clm/d: DougMcKeown 
Enthusiastic and inspired amateur 
effort suffers from uneven effects 
work and lackluster plotting. At 
least the monster is awfully original 
in concept, if not totally effective. 


DEATH ROW DINER _ 

1988/90 m/d: Dennis Wood 
Another exemplary addition to the 
Why Bother School of Filmmaking. 
They had this exact type of video 
turd in mind when they invented 
the fast forward button on your 
remote. Alleged “gore comedy” 
with very little of either. Fat guy 
gets fried in the ’40’s for a crime he 
didn’t commit and returns years 
later to prey on a film crew shooting 
in the now-abandoned prison where 
he was executed. Ass-numbing 
materia] peopled by no-talent hacks 
and part-time employees of Camp 
Video. Pathetic. 

DEATHROW GAMESHOW 

99 ^ 

1987/83 m/d: Mark Pino ^ 

KSIK-TV presents “Live or Die,” a 
gameshow that gives condemned 
prisoners one last chance to beat the 
executioner. Some of the gags are 
actually pretty funny, including one 
rather inspired bit with a Mafia boss 
trying to remain unaroused as a 
stripper performs the “Dance of the 
Seven Boners.” See, his dick is wired 
with 50,000 volts; so if he get.s firm, 
he gets fried. Sort of like a poor 
guy’s RUNNING MAN, though the 
concept grows tiresome rapidly. 
Semi-funny BLUE VELVET parody 
and some clever sketches under the 
end credits provide requisite chuckles 


DEATH SHIP 

9 




1980/91 m/d: Alvin Rakoff 
Wayfarers encounter Nazi torture 
ship drifting on the high seas. Lots 
of corpses, but no drama or sense. 
Missable. 


DEATH VALLEY 

9 


0 


1982/90 m/d: Dick Richards 
Worthless knife-kiil picture wasting 
the talents of a good cast. Weird, 
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Inwlit.- twins lomu’iit yming 
liuy .itul his wluu' I'lCiui hnnily in Hu- 
Jc-snl null. uHitiiic, kiioo-icik sliill. 


I'lcviM iliiiUij- ;md Miiprisiiii'.lv I’lNp 
iiichIik'Iioii viihu's. riu‘ii'’ll he lui 
R;lV I'lisliinf, lu'ii'. I >1 Sl'M'l is 
koi'tiiiiily I'lii' I'l l''ii,'irs Ih'Iioi oriiiris 



mATIIWARMliDUr ^ 

99i 

1084/^)0 m/ii: ^nvid Blyili , 

Ausliiiliiin hi'iioi /omhin ihiillL'r iii- 
.liKlcs ticiil inins-L-niniid siiiponcs, 
r,lm ni.ir ct'tccls, rciiUy ura/.y h'lks 
with hit; soiivs, I'xpludin!; hrmns, imd 
;i toiK'h of wit. Not had tor a 
L'ouiilry whose psoiido-ail lihn iiu- 
|,„rls arc iiarlally Jiiwtal liy Icrmiinil 
wiinpoids. 

DEKl* SPACE ^ 

148K/')a in/d: I'led OK-ii Kay 
Misleading title as all ol llie action 
lakes place ri|'.hi here at lionie, 
Cniild’ve even heen your ticighhor- 
hood. too. I'laming space lab crashes 
to earth and some monsters get out. 
In this decade’s limc-lionoTed tradi- 
iion. all the bcasties look like cousins 
of (iiger’s Super Spacelnig ol ’7^ ami 
behave likewise. Well-worn slory is 
supnoiied bv ail able ciisl, some 


IH'EPSIARSIX ^ 

I'lHP/dU iii/d; Sean S . ( nuiniigliam 
As I'ai as aetioii/adventme yimis I'.o, 
this one's a seivieeable potboiler 
that manages to eoiiibine handsome 
prodiielioii designs, iiifly hardware 
and the rciinisite thrills into a liighly 
walchablc, tlioiigh imnilneiitly for- 
gcllable, popcorn mmiclier. As a 
monster rilin, however, it becomes a 
cocktease of sorts and never really 
oilers a imijoi payoff to nislil'y the 
Iniihlnp. Heep sea researcliers, 
helping Ibe Navy establish an midor- 
water missile silo, are beseiged by a 
preliisloric crealnre lieed after an 
imidverlenl miclear blast. (Boy, 
that soinids familiar,') Cuimiiigbam 
keciis llie action moving birskly 
eiioni’.h, blit ofl'ors not even l.liinpse 
(,)ne of the monster nnlil the last 
iwoiily miiniles. Iwen then, the 
crealnre's appeaiance is so severe y 
cdiieil down Ihal it heemnes nearly 










siihliiniiiiil Miiik Shoslrom'x cnvi- 
lure eronlioii siipi'^soilly K'(|iiinHl 
(he semecs of siuiie lliiily npeialois, 
hul you I'ouUI novel icil liy l!ic looks 
of llie (liiiif;. Ii's sorl of ii nuiiiml 
orab-like nionslor tliiil does lillle 
more thiin rise up oiil of itie wiitcr 
;ind (hrasli around fora fowsocoiuls. 
('uniiiiigluiin icsorls lo a roiuiso of 
his FRIDAYTIIK I JHI double-twisl 
cibnax and you know whal? Ii slill 
works. 

DELIRIUM 

1985/86 m/d: Peter Maris 
Charlie's ^ol a few personal problom.s 
see? He suffers fruni iiiglilmaiisti 
war flashbacks, lie steals cans. And 
he’s a confirmed sociopaih who kills 
girls cause he can’t get ii up anyiiiore. 
Just the perfect guy to df> a little 
dirty work for some city fathers who 
want to clean up the streets. The 
vigilante angle, coupled with some 
paramilitary niusings and hints of 
governmental corruption, are potent 
enoii(;h topics but cast anti crew 
clearly aren’t up to the challenge. 
Unexciting gun battle follows. 
Charlie gets shot. End credits. There, 
now you don’t have lo see it. 




THE DEMON 

1983/90 rn/d: P. Rubens 
Army psychic is called upon to un- 
ravel a series of vicious slashings- 
The psychic is Cameron Mitchell. 
Does tiiat give you a clue lo Ihi; 
one’s merit? Totally forgettable. 

DEMON OF PARADISE ^ 

9 'V 

1 987/87 in/d; Cirio it. Santiago 
Weak, wimpy and totally derivative 
Hawaiian CREA I'URL PROM THE 
IJLAfX lAGOON droppings from 
the director of the e(|Uiilly uninspired 
VAMPIRE HOOKI-TLS and EQUAI.I- 
ZltR 2000. Akoa, a bristly, dog- 
faced, scaly humanoid with a saurian 
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urn. IS uesctilH'd us ii ‘V iiimviuous 
llciHlma.i or III,. Tiiiii«lc Age, lli,. 
missing sU'iisiotu' helweeii miillles 
imd omly i.rimales (!!)" with the 
lypically susjUTl paleutilology iiiul 
niirwinisin that passes for science 
ill nionslut movie.s like this one. 
fompeleiil. Iilcless lihmii,ikiiig liy- 
Ihe-immhcis TV movie style willi<uil 
a secoiiil ol originality oi mspiraikiu 
to tiisrtipl the lediiiin. (SU) 

DEMON RAtiE ^ 

1982/90 m/d:. lames P.ilakof^ 
Myslciious ellmic type with severely 
trimmed heard and piercing eyes 
aitpears in the visions of a lieiivy- 
cheslcd. horny, hol-luh housewife 
who helieves she is being possessed 
by Satanic forces. It’s ultimately loo 
silly lo be effective, but Lana Wood 
proves she’s got (he largest nipples 
now appearing in contemporary 
horror cinema. 


DEMONOII) ^ 

« "W 

1982/85 m/d: A.Zacharias 
A severed hand holds an ancient 
curse in this inepi, flatiilenl, occult 
;ion-llirillcr. Samantha Eggar is 
ridiculous she should slick to 
genre roles like the mutant fetus- 
lickci she played so effectively in 
THE BROOD. 


DEMONS 

9999 

1,986/89 m/d: Uunherto Bava 
rilrii goers at a my-sterious premiere 
for a new horror film are infected by 
a zombie virus and run umok. 
Simple, bare bones plot is pnipcllcd 
along by .-in ever-increasing number 
of violent, gnie.somciy ex|>licil FX 
scenes, A slarn-baiig goreicsl, punc- 
tuated by a rowdy, heavy metal 
soundtrack Produced by Italian 
g<iremei.sler Dario Argenlii. 



viilc'x as.M'llc ns well ) rii<'iij',li ilu' 
si‘<|ticl IS i;ilhci slopjiy imil silly. 
Iiik'kinn ovi’ii llu' icninlivi' i-h;iim'(ci 
is.itions iiiul iiiU'iii.il ii.ii i.itivi- lo|'.K' 
ol llif llisl Him. k's sail ;m oiiU’r 
miiiMiH lollcici'iisU'i lidi- unlil Iln.- 
niliciiU'iis llmili’. Tlu’ .story moslios 
iho IH'MONS pri-mi.si- with oloiiu'iils 
iiiul solpii'ci’S lil'li'il I'nmi Croncn- 
hcru’s nil'.Y ('AMI' I'ROM WITHIN 
and Vini'.ODKHMI':. Tonanis in a 
sterile, hip.li-seeniity iiinirtuient com- 
plex aie slupwn tiiniii}’, iiiln a TV 
"diicmnenlaiy," Hie proi’ram lliey 
walcli sliows tbiir yoiiiij: researchers, 
who eiilei llic ruins of Ihe city ilevas- 
lateil by llic demons ol’llic tirsl Him. 
Ill search of evidence imiicaliiij; Hie 
cause of the inl'eslatioii, (Til of all 
llic ptonrani’s vioweis. il is liipji- 
sinnifi, iiarcissisi Sally ^hldin^t from 
her own hirihday parly") whose 
lelevisioii unleashes llie ensuing 
horrors. As she w'atchcs. Ihe research 
ers acculeiilally awaken one of ilie 
demons, which kills Iheiii, Ihen Iniiis 
10 look oiil of lire screen and emeige 
I'roin i( inlo Sally’s apailmcnl. She is 
infected and hcconie.s a demon, 
(lashing her hirtlulay paily and in- 
fecling Olliers befoie her head 
incxiilicably splits open, pouring 
gallons of inl'cclioiis. Iiighly acidic 
(il la ALIhNS) deuinn blood ihrougli 
Hie Hooriiig and spieading ihe con- 
liigion to Ihe downslaiis leiiants. 
Soon Ihe hulldinp, is fnll of blood- 
lliirsly demons who relenllessly 
huni ilowii Ihc dwindling minihei of 
Icnanls who lenuiiii lininan, with 
pailicular focus on a young emiple 
who are expeciing llieir flrsl ctuld. 
As with Ihc original, cveiythiiip. lakes 
a Inick seal In splashy inayhein and 
exliilaialing, violeiil aclioii that gives 
llie I'lhn its sini|ilislic. single-minded 
diive, Tliongh Ihe ehoppv jiixla 
posllioii of giaplnc lumois wild 
limghal'le nonsense lakes its loll, 
iliiecloi Hava keeps Ihe film lively 
aiul waicluil'le aiui Ihe iinapeiy is 
I'fleii mglUniiuisliiy vivid (Sll) 


DI MONS .1 

a ^ 

b’HK/ d' l amlieilo Hava 
Iton'l even eonlemplale walchmg 
(Ins piece ol sinl. Ihe sioiy of (his 
film, ahoni an ogre wli.i lives under a 
ensile and is ahoiK as violeni as 
l''o/,/io Innii. Iiii.s .ihsoUilcly nolliing 
lo do wilh (he llesli lanipages of the 
HrsI (wo films. Hava shmiid he piih- 
liely easiraied foi ripping off 
niiMONS and DhMONS 2 fans (his 
way, And il he doesn't Inirry up, 
films like (his and CKAVI'YARH 
Dl.SITIRHANC’h aie going, to pni 
his career righl down tlieshiUei. He 
even rips off Argeiilo's INhTlRNO 
willi nil iiiulerwalci room sct|ncnco! 

(CR) 



|d8H/'\f lu/il: hminel Alsion 
h'loiii ihe piolific ami ungificd Iniiul 
of .lolin ((ilKHH ll'.S. TROl.h, 
l-'RinAY Till', I VHI. I’ART VII) 
Hiiecliler conics this miiid-iujinhiiig. 
dreadful stoiy ahoiil lligfool crea- 
liires being controlled by aliens. 
Wlial a concepi! The shaggy beasts 
are reailv giant mutant, sleroid-fcd 
Choiilies’ ill frighl wigs and llicy'd 
better wateli mil cause good oT hoy 
Ceorge Kennedy and a east of for- 
gedahles are aflei ihcii asses! They 
show way loo imicli ol llie ctealiirc 
too .soon and iliiiigs only gel woise, 
climaxing in a liightiully Inui con- 
fionialiun willi a [lainlully bogus 
Ivasli can inonsler alien and his 
niinioiis. Really mil (here, imin. 

niii i>i:vii. ^ 

lOHl/d. I'liaiigJeiiChieh 

heel like a ehange of pace limii (he 

same old slasher-mnlaiil-ahen /.omhie 

ml yuidve l>een in I'm ihe past lew 
nimiltis? Wi'll ilien, we’ve got insl 
Ihe lliiiig I'm you. I'liis t'hine.se lioi 
mi him dispemses willi the usual 
.iccoulieiiieiiis ol the geiiie ami ceie- 
Inales bile spewing, le.sioii hmeiiig, 
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and reptile, worm, and insect life to 
a most alanning degree. No fancy-ass 
special effects, prosthetics, or 
dummy head, either. A cast of eager 
Oriental goofballs stuff their mouths 
with real, live, wriggling snakes, eels, 
centipedes, wonns, and maggots and 
barf them up on cue. It’s really quite 
incredible and, believe me, you’ve 
never seen anything like tliis puppy. 
The film itself is a hootin’ stinkeroo, 
but deserves to be seen for its geek 
value alone. 

DEVIL FISH ^ 

1984/90 m/d; Lambcito Bava 
Pedestrian potboiler slavishly rips 
into JAWS territory as clandestine 
military experiment unleashes a 
marine monster who starts munching 
the locals. The creature is described 
at one point as “a prehistoric, ten- 
taclcd white shark with a dolphin’s 
intelligence.” To others, it appears 
as a scaly, toothy air-bag bogosity 
with the brain of a chihuahua and 
the shock appeal of the Cookie 
Monster. Mario, speak to your boy, 
willya? 

THE DEVONSVILLE TERROR 

99 

1983/82 m/d: UUiLomraei 
New school teacher, suspected of 
witchcraft, becomes visibly shaken 
when townspeople want to reenact 
a witch burning tliat took place in 
Devonsville some 200 years ago. 
Okay thriller, though completely 
bereft of any of the zany, colorfully 
gruesome kilhngs which made 
LommeU’s THE BOOGEY MAN such 
a keen treat. 

DOCTOR AND THE DEVILS ^ 

1985/93 m/d: Freddie Francis 
A couple of creeps supply clan- 
destine medical experimenter wUli 
bodies lliat seem to be getting 
fresher and fresher, until Ihe doctor 


discovers what we’ve known all 
along.. .they’re killing people! Metic- 
ulous period piece, drenched in 
atmosphere and ambiance, is based 
on the true case of Burke and Hare; 
but so what? In sore need of 
dramatic punch, it seems way too 
pedantic and bourgeois to quicken 
a gorehound’s pulse, despite the 
potentiaDy unsavory subject matter. 

DOCTOR BUTCHER. M.D. ^ 

1982/81 m/d ; Frank Martin 
Undiscriminating gorehounds will 
love the brain transplants, canni- 
balism, zombies, eye-gougings and 
disembowelments; but all others will 
only see a poorly dubbed, ridiculous 
import item with absolutely no 
redeemmg values. If you’re the 
former, make sure you see this 
one; if you’re the latter, rent MY 
DINNER WITH ANDRE instead. 

DOLLS 

994 

1987/77 ra/d: Stuart Gordon 
Enchanting, fanciful, though light- 
weight offering from proven genre 
thoroughbred Stuart (RE-ANIMA- 
TOR) Gordon, whose previous work 
had both audiences and critics raving 
to the rafters. A motley assortment 
of mostly disagreeable types get 
stranded at a haunted doEmaker’s 
house and soon face the fury of the 
lil’ fuckers in some splendidly 
animated attack sequences. Good 
looking film, capably directed arid 
acted though, somehow, just a little 
too. ..er.. .nice, y'know? 


DONT ANSWER THE PHONE' 

9 W 

1980/95 m/d; Robert Hammer 

Fat, sweaty, wdglit -lifting psycho pig 
strangles women in thw reprehen- 
sible. dull-witted waste of time. Yen, 
sure. I saw it, but that’s my job. 



IK)N 1 (;(HN ini' IKHISI', 

Vf 

|<)X()/<>(I .InKcph !^lll'i()n 

Sdtilld, uiic<iiiiloi 1 iil>lv Hiuli.'illi' llliii 

lilts wt'liiliv I'l'iil itiiiiiiirK 1’oy liiiliiH, 
t’lils tn Ills sU‘1'1 |iliiVl‘''>iii. 

wliiiir III' Iniiiis llii'iii iillvi' wllli II 


lllllllC llllnwi'l. 'Ino Sirk lo will 
iiiiinv l.'iiis, lull ii\ .111 iindoiiuihly 
wi'll I'l.illi'il, ix-ivrisc, hull' sliiu'kt‘1 
(lull ilclivi'is .suinc ri'iitlv cti'i'iiy 
Hl'lllOS. 




DON' I (lO IN l lli: WOODS 
AlONh; 
mT 

I'lH 1/KS Ml/ll .liiiiios Hi y;iii 
'I'l'iiibk'. A miiKlIiiss, uiuvlras, 
shiulilv lillli' liliii wHIi II very lin'd 
(heini'.-.ii killer in llio wiiiKls,,.loen- 
ii|.',eil eiiiii|H'is. You know (he rost. 
Siinply iihysiniil. 


DORM IIIAT DKIITI'D iil.OOl) 
fP* 

l*JX2/‘>(l in/d: JeirOhiow ^ 
MierO'hiidxeled iiiilepeiuluiil reiiliiie 
is piihiliilly riniliiie tiiilil Ihc clliiuix. 
Tiiioui'Ji ii lew siiildeii, defl luiits In 
llie idol, (he leiil klilei nels iiwiiy 
with II, ilispiwhiy, Ilf l,lio only evi- 
dence lii’lit in I'loni (d' (lie nnsiis- 
peetiny cojis. Don't expect imicii 
mill you won’t he di.snpiudnied. 
AKA i’KANKS. 

DKACIII.A'S LASl Kims 
99 ^ 

|dK()/HK Ill/d. Dominic rmis 
H.'itdiiiii vnnipiro woiks ;i,s iiioillclmi 
iiiimed AliiCJird in lids Hoiiietinics 
onloiliiiiiiiix. moslly inepi , Mood- 
siickhiy, iipdiile. I'oi liinky. 
conlempoimy viniiidie stnll, try 
/.on AN, HOUND 01' DR At HI. A, 


DIOiAMANIAC o- 

*1: "W 

|hX6/')0 Ill/d Dave Det'oloini 
A diek hlllng, shillv sueeiilms nil'i'cls 
Nome soioiKy nI.sIois and lial lals 
diiiiii|.’ II slii|dd |imlv popidaled hy 
liiti'kl'ids id desoiviiiy, vleliims who 
uel diiiiik. laid, eiil luish hmwnleN, 
ele. I .inhlwelf’hl dheei lo video 
sla.diei does lui liide a nood, .sipilshy 
ski i>ole lo (he eyeliall seemv a iiKly 
diillliiy, and deeapilalloii hv a eonpio 
ol hiii’,eile clad himhos weildliiK a 
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three foot long Black and Decker. 
A sort of twist ending gets thrown 
in, too. Dse your fast forward 
button. 


DREAMSCAPE 




1984/99 in/d': Joseph Ruben 
Scientists discover ways to enter a 
person’s dreams and CIA heavies 
want to use the technique for a 
nefarious purpose. Great cast, 
dazzling effects, very solid imagina- 


tive effort. 


THEM DIE SLOWLY returns to 
cannibal country and delivers this sad 
tale about a New Guinea purification 
sect who believe “pain unites man 
with the Earth” (huh!). Blowdait 
deaths, dildos dripping with cobra 
venom, animal mutilation, machete 
mastectomies, penis whacking, and 
plenty of topless cannibal babes. 
Yep, it’s all here, including footage 
ripped off from Deodato’s JUNGLE 
HOLOCAUST. Film climaxes with a 
ritual cult suicide by venomous 
cobra Kool-Aid. Sadistic, unpleas- 
ant, and just plain stupid. 




DRESSED TO KILL 

1980/105 m/d: Brian De Palma 
Stylish, hi^y-charged, erotic thriller 
has amiable hooker and teenager 
doing some amateur sleuthing to find 
the murderer of the boy’s mother. 
An obvious tribute to Hitchcock, 
with loads of suspense and a couple 
of heart-stopping scares. Has one of 
those awfully familiar “Gee, 1 must 
have dreamt it” endings, thou^. 




ENDANGERED SPECIES 


1982/97 m/d; Alan Rudolph 
The definitive screen treatment of 
the cattle mutilation phenomenon 
to date. Tliis film takes itself too 
seriously, but it’s still effectively 
entertaining and exciting at times. 
Contains the obligatory oddball 
romance between big city cop and 
lady sheriff from Podunkville . 


THE DRILLER KILLER 

1979/85 m/d; Abel Ferrara 
Glib, intense surrealist painter 
(played by director Ferrara) falls 
apart soon after his girlfriend dumps 
him, his agent rejects his latest work 
and a punk rock band moves in next 
door. Can’t really blame the guy. 
He eventually finds genuine artistic 
release drilling derelicts on Skid Row. 
A minimalist cull item, though 
Ferrara exhibits a distinctive directo- 
rial flair. His next Film, the inspired 
revenge potboiler MS. 45, is a terrific 
object lesson in exploitation rdm- 
making. 

EATEN ALIVE BY THE 
CANNIBALS (aka EMERALD 
JUNGLE) 

1980/90 m/d; Umberto Lenzi 
The director of the notorious MAKE 


THE ENTITY 

99 

1983/119 m/d: Sidney Furie 
Unseen force fondles Barbara 
Hershey to the disbelief of para- 
psychology researchers and ourselves 
in this pseudo-serious film supposed- 
ly based on actual events. Terminally 
lame, but well thought of by most 
big league movie wags. Her^ey s 
performance is unusually good for 
this manner of genre film . 


ETERNAL EVIL 




1985/d: George Mihalka 

Be warned before even contern- 
plating watching this one that, aside 
from a couple of gunshots its 
mainly made-for-TV material When 

Paul Sharpe (Winston RekerOh^ 
psychiatrist and father-in law die o 
suspicious heart attacks (in actual 
fact they are killed by an astral pro- 


230 


|l•( 1 n>ll), III- Id woiricil Hull 

III- mii'.lil liiivi' killcil liii'iii iiiiwil liii^'lv. 
I iiii-i llii- <il'li|'.;iliiiv liiiiill'iiili'il c('|i 
wiili III) (i|)i'n iniiiil (;i voiy i)|>i-ii 
iiiiiiil) Id (IV ;iiul j:"l«’ llu' iiiyilciy, 
Ami liuiii llii'ii' Dll III lliln|',M |',<'l j 
III ill' I mill III III! low ...III liiv 1 1 II' li'iisl . 
Ni-vci.il inlmn i Imiin'U'is 11111I .iiih 
pinis iliiip in .iiiil mil willioiil iloliip 
iinylhiiiK olhi'i lliini conliisii))i lln- 
l>k'liiK' Till' niiii Im^ (m> nniMy 
iDiiliiMiip iiIoiIidIos mill iiiipliiiislhlli- 
IK'^ Id In- Hilly ciiniifiiiin iiml il li;is 
llic iisiiiil It'Ts si'l ii|) Ini II smiiic'l 
llml iii-vi-i iipi'i'iirs I'liiliiir,. Wnlili 11 
mniii 111 “Till' l.ovi* |{ii;!r’ insUmil, 
((;R) 

nil'; I'ivii, Di-Ai) y. 

I‘/k:i Ill (I: Smii Uaiiiii 
Oulriincmisly |.',iii|'liic rnllm coiislcr 
ridi' Ihtoiinii lii)iii)i lii'iivon lias just 
jihmil every ell'ocl you’ll evei waul 
Id see. (lever, scary, anil In smne 
sci|iieiices, simply oxliiliniliii|',. IJed 
iiili'ly liie sliiiiilmil honor eH'orl nl' 
lecenlyems, evildiau2 


// 
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i»«®^ 

l'»K 7 /KS ,n/il: Sam Kaiiiii 
liiiTi'ihhly exi iliiiv,, ilei 111)11 lliiilli-i 
Hull's iiol so iniicli a seijiiel, hill a 
cm urn II V iiieiisiiii-il. siiiiheil ii'iuake 
dI Hie Dii)/,iiiiil SHIl. Ihe ila/./,lintJ,ly 
iiiveiiHve cjiiiieia woik, tniMliiu-ik 
paeuiy iinil iiniim leiiyiii' I'X work 
I aii'l hull) ilic hil l Hial some |iie(ly 


■.lii|)l<l sliill 1'. y.ohip, rlowii Okay, 
so H's II '.mall heel; hiil, I’liiuii. |he 
ehmaeleis all ai Icil as II Hie Hrsl 
iiiDvie was iii-vei even iiiailo 

i viisoi riii:Ni(;in 

l')S 4 /KS m/H' Mmill Kiisl am 
I.eC.s sec now. aliens In blue wmk 
shills mill ski masks wilh la.set 
liiiiiy liiii’S seek mil overscxuil 
leeiiay.eis lor oxpiniiiieiih lii In- 
creased Id'e ex|ini'laiii'y. Julia 
Newiiim slill looks (.-leai in a mini 
skill lliiiiii’h Neville Hraiid looks 
In iiave siilTeied .siitiio kind of 
dohilllallniJ, head injury since TA TUN 
AI IVi;. l■'Imll Ihe proJiioor ul same. 
Shoulirve (hiowii ’em all to Hie 
ciocH helnii- Ihey had a ciiaiico (n 
piodiice this piss headed mess. .Shid 
eiHliely in someone's ^yiiaf'e I'm less 
Ilian 

i:VII,SI'AWN ^ 

|HK 7 /H() ni/d. Ken . 1 . Nall 
A bimeh ol I'red Olen Kay's huddles 
y.ol liiy, ether (inchidiiiK Kay .ihiimiiis 
Joliii Caiiadiiie) on woekend.s, pic- 
suiiiahly, and shot lids cheapiack. 
hackvaid lie.'isl 11' hreasls lesl lhal 
miee apalii realiires Ihc loweiiiiy, twin 
(alenis id llohhee (MAI ISOl.ll IM) 
Hiesee. KH is an iij'.ijij' movie c|Uoen 
seekirin (o re-oiieifj/e heisell' wlHi 
iiijei'lioiis ol' an oxpeiimeiilal dmp. 
only Id Him Inin anolhn eheezy h'X 
spuclaele III idp.lil when Ihe Jiiieo 
wiMis oil. A lew lively y.oie elTcci.s 
luonieiilailly disliaci you Cimii Ihe 
(edluiii and llie cmahiie; M’s an 
.iwkw.iiLlly limibeiiiifi, seven Tool 
tiihhi-i niseri will) nijilileeii-ineh 
i.dniis IliiH's iiol 1-0 o seaiy. I''m 
complelisls wlio need In see every 
lliiiil! wilh 'Tivir' ill llie Hilo. 
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pm I/O.' ni/d l''.iie We.sloii 
Mdllaiy sehnni niiikes cminoe 



tion with satanic forces through 
computer program. Killer pigs 


Vietnam vet loses it when punks 
attack and maim his best friend. 


computer program. is-iucr pigs, audi-jc anu ...ai... ^ 
decapitations, wanton destruction of Much better tlian DEATH WISH and 

mffitary property, levttatiorrs and berteflts greatly from coirfrd^ent^drrec- 


groovy opticals make this good , 
trashy fun-on-a-budget. 


ueiieiiLagic.ai.jj - - 

tion and underplayed lead by Robert 
Ginty. Exciting effects, good pro- 
ductii^ Values. 


EXPLORERS 

99 

1985/109 m/d: Joe Dante 
A spectacular dud from one of Che 
genre’s most consistent directors. 
Precocious, adorable kids build tlieir 
own spaceship: blast off from their 
backyard; and meet some green 
rubber, wise-assed alien bimbos 


EXTERMINATOR 2 


m d- Mark Buntzman 
Prediciable. but exciting and colorful 
sequel with Robert Ginty returning 
to clean up the streets with an 
armored garbage truck and an indus- 
trial strength flame throweu Directed 


- - — DimDOs. tilal sWenglD ijame u 1 1 o w c ^ - 

The final shot, with our kid heroes with an offhanded flair; filled wim 
flvine through the clouds on wires, great stunts, explosions, crasties an 

^ ^ C> cm Trip, * . .P — on li.CrjPIPlI hfthaVlOl. 


15 enough to make you barf. Too 
bad. Dante has always been one of 
my personal favorites but this film 
is way off mark. 


ifreat suinis, eApiuaiuuj, w*..—.— -- 
lots of aberrant, anti-social behavior. 

EYES OF A STRANGER 


THE EXTERMINATOR ^ 

1980/lUl m/d; James Glickenliaus 


■0 

rgBl/SSm/diKenWeidcrhorii 
Mild, relatively bloodless 
heavy-breather stalking a TV news^ 
woman. She eventually turns the 



tables and begins to harass him; 
finally sending him crashing through 
her iow ei door with a buBet hole 
(courtesy of Tom Savini) in his 
forehead. Reasonabh’ suspenseful. 


EYES OF FIRE ^ 

9i 

1984. d: .Avery Crouse 
.Ansy. offbeat, period ghost story by 
Missouri filmmaker Avery Crouse has 
a plot that could best be described as 
THE EVIL DEAD meets THE WIL- 
DERNESS FAhllLY. The story 
takes place circa 1750 as a small 
band of American settlers Oed by an 
adulterous Hawthomesque minister) 
set up homesteading in a valley 
haunted by a malevolent Indian 
nature demon. The demon effects 
are quite good, though these alter- 
nate with some chintzy, blazing 
video mattes that betray the film's 
low budget. However, the flick, on 
the whole, is undone by its incompre- 
hensibility. its too leisurely pacing, 
perfunctory acting and ^osts so 
prosaically handled I started hoping a 
few of Fulci’s flesheaters would pop 
out of the obligatory Indian .burii 
ground featured prominently 
throughout. (TF) 

THE EYES OF LAURA MARS „ 

9 *( ^ 

1978/103 m/d; Irvin Kershner 
Hot-shot fashion photographer (Faye 
Dunaway) begins to see her col- 
leagues being murdered through the 
eyes of the psychokiller. Fast paced, 
kinky fun vrith loads of naughty gals 
displaying the latest in boner- 
inducing lingerie. Slick, lii-tech 
hijinks from the director of THE 
EMPIRE STRIKES BACK. From a 
story by John Carpenter. 

FADE TO BLACK ^ 

1980/100 m/d; Vernon Zimmerman 
Nervous, nebbish movie buff dresses 


up like Hopalong Cassidy. Diacula 
and the Mummy and kills his tor- 
mentors, finally expiring in a hail 
of police buDets atop Giaumann’s 
Chinese Theater (in a scene lifted 
right out of WHITE HEAT). Lots of 
frequently inspired movie trivia and 
an involving performance by Dennis 
Christopher. Linda Kerridge is the 
Marilyn Monroe look alike. 


FATAL PULSE 




1988/90 m/d; Anthony Christopher 
This witless, generic sorority slasher 
film helps illustrate why a ridiculous- 
ly over-mined subgenre has been 
screaming for extinction since the 
early ’80’s. Black -gloved, heavy 
breather snuffs airheads who are 
majoring in skateboarding, tram- 
polining, aerobics and Birabospeak. 
AD girls required to get naked before 
being killed. Many die. but no one 
moves out. Stupid cops, obnoxious 
characters and risible dialog. Also 
features first known throat slitting 
by record album and co-stars a guy 
who looks like Martin Sheen after 
a major head trauma. FATAL 
PUTCE blows dead hamsters. 


FEAR NO EVIL _ 

1981/90 m/d: Frank LaLoggia 
Rather exceptional debut movie for 
LaLoggia. who wrote, produced, 
directed and scored the music for 
this very ambitious, contemporary 
tale of archangels and demons 
battling for souls and setting the 
stage for a reincarnated Lucifer to 
regain power. Sincerely acted, 
splendidly photographed. A real 
surprise. 

FIFTH FLOOR ^ 

1980/90 m/d: Howard .Avedis 
Drugged disco waitress has her civil 
rights violated in a mental a^Ium. 
Not sordid enough; it’s exploitation 
cinema with the daws removed. 


233 


THE FINAL CONFLICT methinks It's an insidsi's joke re- 

ferring tn the production budget. 
IdSl 108 m'd: Graham Baker Hypered-iip bad acting by friends 

Wiraov anxiclimactic conclusion to and family alike with unintentional 
the OMEN trilogy. Anvone expecting hilarity frequently supplied by a 
a real apocalwse tlie end of the simply hideous senpt. Plenty of 
world or archangels and demons hlood and lots of ugly naked people, 
battling in the skies over New York but just wai.-h ihP in.t two or thrPP 


had best stay home. A real letdown. 




FINAL EXAM 
A 

1981/90 ra/d: Jim Huston 
If the genre can be tltouglit of for 
just a moment in anatomical tenns, 
this would be the sphincter. This 
one also blows dead dogs. ’Nuff 
said? 

FINAL TERROR 

(aka CAMPSITE MASSACRE) _ 

99 ^ 

1981/82 m/d: Andrew Davis 
Middling little thriller will probably 
only be remembered because mega- 
stars-to-be Darryl Hannah and Rachel 
Ward were given their first “starring 
roles.” Has some creepy moments, 


'atch the last two or three 
minutes if you have to. All the 
bargain-basement gore FX are sense- 
lessly repeated. 

FLOWERS IN THE ATTIC 
9i ^ 

1987/95 m/d: Jeffrey Bloom 
Whatever dubious Grocery Store 
Gothic charge in the late V. C. 
Andrews’ best-selling Doppelganger 
family saga may have had (with its 
themes of incestuous relationships, 
infanticide, and a confined harrowing 
childhood) has been neatly quashed 
by inept filmmakers committing one 
of the genre’s cardinal sins: making 
a movie from exploitative material 
and refusing to exploit those angles. 
The laundeiized result is now about 
as sordid as a Hallmark greeting card. 


but nothing much to distinguish it Jeffrey (BLOOD BEACff) Bloom s 


from the rest of the “also rans.” 
Given only a spotty release during 
the glut of similarly-themed slashers 
dumped on us all in the early ’80’s. 


FIRESTARTER 
99 

1984/115 m/d: Mark Lester 


•0 


directing and scripting are leaden and 
flat on both accounts and never 
allow the film to at least provide a 
queasy ride through the dementia 
genre. Lots of static shots and 
Movie-of-the-Week melodrama don’t 
help either. There are a few poig- 
1L.J.1. Li ,T.aL<v moments (such as when the 

Little girl can start fires with her kids are creating their owi fantasy- 
mind as a result of drug experiments land in the upstairs attic) and some 
conducted on her parents. Great stately locations, but they don t 
cast, spectacular effects, yet curi- add up. Ur.i 

ously hollow and uninvolving. 

THE FLY 

5SS ^ ^ 

A “V 1986/100 m/d: David Cronenberg 

1988/90 m/d: Wally Koz You can tell right away that this one 

Blame the whole Koz. family for is trying mighrily to be an“impor- 
this shol-on-video shitheap; they tant” genre offering. It’s got a 
wrote, produced and (mis) directed “meaningful” relationship and ail 
it all by themselves. The title refers sorts of bloated philosophizing 
to some sorry-assed psycho who kills entwined throughout; though I failed 
five couples every five years, thougli to see any vast improvement over the 
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tidy, modest and unassuming original 
Despite being an unrepentant gore 
monger, your reviewer thought the 
film overdosed on spectacularly 
flashy, hi-tech special effects tricks. 
What the fuck do I know-Chris 
Walas and crew won an Academy 
Award for best makeup, This is 
probably the only less-than-adoring 
review youU ever read. So sue me, 

THE FLY II ^ 

99 sS? 

1989/93 m/d: Chris Walas 
H-e-e-l-I-p m-e-e! How can a sequel 
to a remake be only Part 2? 
about RETURN OF THE FLY and 
CURSE OF THE FLY? I guess it’s 
the new math. Academy Award 
winning FX maestro Chris Walas 
makes his directorial debut here, 
turning in a serviceable performance 
in what is, essentially, a retread of 
the previous film. This time it’s 
Seth Brindle’s son who plays trai^- 
porter roulette as he attempts to 
conect his father’s miscalculations in 
time to terminate his own meta- 
morphosis. Dazzling, state-of-the-art 
FX still don’t obscure the fact that 
precious little new material is un- 
covered; though Walas does manage 
a few surprises before succumbing 
to a rather typical bug-on-the-loose 
scenario during the last reel. Though 
the film ends with a satisfying, lip- 
smacking bit of poetic justice, the 
creature’s final transformation resem- 
bles a skinned bear in pizza sauce. 


THE FOG 

99 ^ 

1980/94 m/a; John Carpenter 
Mousy ghost story with obvious, 
telegraphed murders and a desperate 
shock ending apparently lacked on 
as an afterthou^t, Leperous pirates 
fincluding makeup FX man Rob 
Boltin) return to kill ancestors of 
townspeople who betrayed them. 
Carprenter’s weakest film to date. 


FORBIDDEN WORLD 

1982/86 m/d: Alan Holzman 
Cheap, egg-crate sets, sleazy sex, 
gratuitous violence and the now 
famous barfing alien all add up to 
superior cheap thrills. Derivative, 
frequently uninspired and padded 
with space scenes from BATTLE 
BEYOND THE STARS, this sticky 
little mother still manages to deliver 
more than its share of space gore and 
shape shifting. I liked it better than 
ALIEN, so there! 


FORCED ENTRY 
(aka THE LAST VICTLMj 
t 

1982/83 m/d ; Jim Sotos 
Killer rapist stalks Tanya Roberts in 
this uneventful thriller from the 
director of the equally putrid 
SWEET SIXTEEN. Go to bed early 
instead. 


THE FOREST 
< 




1983/90 m/d; Don Jones 
Way below-par slasher fare wiE, no 
doubt, be remembered as the intro- 
ductory vehicle for one Corky Pigeoiu 
Thai’s two birds in the nest then- 
ol’ Corkeroo and this turkey-bound 
to infuriate even Campsite .Ma^cre 
Completisis. A ghost-like family 
preys on luckless schraucks who 
spend loads of time hiking, walking 
through forests at night and climbing 
on rocks. .Much of the film is so 
dark you don’t know what the fuck 
is going on. People die in unspectacu- 
lar fashion and it rums out that 
Mora, Pop and the kids were really 
^osts! Really high concept stuff. 


FOREVER EVIL ^ 

99 V 

1987/101 m/d: Roger Evans 
If you can keep yourself frcm 
laughing out loud, there s a thrill or 
two to be had from this ambitioudy 
weird, kinky little entry. An inven- 
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loi invites his BIG CHILL buddies 
over for a party weekend at his se- 
cluded house, only to have it craslied 
by Yog Kathog, an ancient cloaked 
demon whose appointed victims 
must die in terror. Plenty of low- 
rent opticals and a couple of balls- 
to-the-waU splatter scenes, including 
one in which a possessed woman 
savagely rips a demon baby from her 
womb. The film’s way too long at 
101 minutes and burdens itself with 
too many supporting players. Gore- 
hounds will undoubtedly yelp witli 
glee at two or three of the over-the- 
top FX extravaganzas. 


against the infidels of the inner city. 
Hip, funky and neon-drenched, this 
surprisingly taut, suspenseful noirish 
tale displays confident, muscular 
direction, liigh calibre pacing and 
several standout perfomiances. Based 
on a novel and unrelated to the 
notorious spate of L.A. freeway 
shootings during the summer of ’87. 






FRIDAY THEI3TH 


FORTRESS 

99 

1985/89 m/d: Arch Nicholson 
Rachel Ward stars as an Outback 
teacher who is kidnapped along with 
her students by louts wearing Father 
X-Mas and animal masks. Dumped 
into a cave for safe keeping, they es- 
cape and trigger a vicious cat-and- 
mouse struggle that ends with a 
queasy EC comics twist in the final 
shot. Arch Nicholson’s flat, unima- 
ginative direction fails to realize the 
potential of Everett De Roche’s 
(RAZORBACK, PATRICK, HARLE- 
QUIN/DARK FORCES) script; but 
there’s no denying the edge the vio- 
lence carries due to the vulnerability 
and innocence of the younger 
children in the cast, which the cli- 
max naturally exploits m a LORD 
OF THE FLIES/THE COWBOYS- 
inspired finale and ghoulish ending. 

(SB) 


FREEWAY 






1988/91 m/d: Francis Delia 
Radio talkshow host (comedian 
Richard Bcitzer) starts yapping with 
a bible-lhuniping, psyebo priest 
(Billy Drago, THE UNTOUCH- 
ABLES’ Frank Nitli) who’s been 
blowing away heathens on the L.A. 
Ingjiways in a one-man holy war 
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1980/95 m/d: Sean Curmingliam 
Landmark summer camp slasher is 
empty-headed, but fast paced and 
graphic. Imaginative murders set the 
standard for tlie teenkill sub genre. 
Witli an absolutely smashing climax 
and great effects work by Tom 
Savini. 

FRIDAY THE I3TH II ^ 

1981/87 m/d; Steve Miner 
Heavily cut by censors, this sequel is 
definitely one of the weakest of the 
lot. Its production values reflect the 
major studio financing; but the story 
and characters display a tremendous 
disdain for tlieir audience. An 
infuriating and cliche-ridden waste 
of time. 

FRIDAY THE 13TH III 

* 

1983/96 m/d: SteveMiner 
Jason dies. No. ..no.. .lie's back. He 
kills again in liis hi^r tasliion nou- 
veau hockey mask and dies tor sure 
at the end with a broken neck and 
an axe in tlic face. Wliew! Groovy 
3-D effects and outstanding dunen- 
sional souvenir posters sold in theatre 
lobbies, 1 boiigiil one. 1 m not 
proud. 


FRIDAY THE 13TH: THE FINAL 
CHAPTER 

99( 

1984/91 m/d; Joseph Zito 
Lots more of the same old stuff. I 
briefly entertained thoughts that deft 
handling, some humor and maybe a 
little self parody might be in order; 
but, nope, the body count reigns 
supreme. Get those teens in there- 
undressed and murdered-as fast as 
possible. Disappointing except for 
Savini’s exemplary effects work. Try 
not to squirm when the inachete 
peels off a huge slice of Jason’s 
head. Oow! 


FRIDAY THE 13THV; ANEW 
BEGINNING ^ 

99 ^ 

1985/102 m/d: Danny Steinmann 
Jason takes a sabbatical and a desig- 
nated hitter is called up to continue 
the carnage. Tommy Jarvis is 
convinced he killed our Sultan of 
Slaughter yet all around him lots of 
folks are still hirin’ the blade. Okay 
entry in the series, blows it by 
having the relatively bloodless mur- 
ders happen OFF screen. The foul- 
mouthed, bitchy old woman and her 
fat-assed biker kid are really the 
“highlights” of this painfully routine 
outing. 


FRIDAY THE 1 3TH VI: JASON 
LIV"“ 

99 

1986/87 m/d: Tom McLoughlin 
Starts out like gangbusters when 
Jason is resurrected during an elec- 
trifying graveyard sequence, but 
rapidly goes nowhere as almost all 
the signature killings happen OFF 
screen. Tommy Jarvis even tries to 
drown Jason with a big rock and 
chain. Directed by the bloodless 
and wimpy hand of the guy who did 
ONE DARK NIGHT. McLaughlin’s 
next film is his dream project-DATE 
WITH AN ANGEL. Puke. 


FRIDAYTHE 13TH, PART VII 
THE NEW BLOOD 

1988/92 m/d: John Buechler 
So what’.s the guy responsible for 
sucli genre flotsam as GHOULIES 
TROLL, DUNGEONMASTER and 
other assorted Empire trash pix 
doing behind the camera? Trashing 
an established horror myth and 
making a inockety out of the genre 
for starters. Ridiculous story has 
Jason battling a telekenelic halfwit 
who kicks his ass. That is, until the 
kid's long-dead drowned dad pops up 
out of Crystal Lake and takes over. 
Jaw-dropping incompetence at every 
turn and the sorriest, most pathetic 
excuse for an ending ever conceived. 
Very little blood, too; the murders 
are mostly off-screen and the FX are 
practically nonexistent, Blows Dead 
Ghoulies In Hell. 


FRIGHTMARE ^ 

994 

1982/84 m/d: Norman T- Vane 
A horror film society kidnaps tlie 
body of a recently deceased star and 
become victims of a clever and 
vengeful plot from beyond the grave. 
Net • very' . hlQpdv and rather re- 
strained, but quite likeable. 

FRIGHT NIGHT ^ 

999 ^ 

1 985'. m d Tkuj Holland 
Zesty and titillating iHaH^tream 
effort is loads of fun. Plenty of 
flashy, hi-tech opticals- and top- 
notch makeup work show that even 
simple, obvious plots can still be 
effective if directed with enough 

smarts. Horror film host Roddy 

McDowall helps likeable teens des- 
troy a sauve, bloodsucking bachelor 
hipster who has moved in next 
door. Major studio effort showed 
considerable box office muscle and 
was popular witli critics and fans 
alike. 
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FUNHOUSE 



Something 
is alive in 
the Fninhouse! 




FROM BEYOND 

1986/85 m/d: Stuan uordon 
Scientist uses machine to stimulate 
the pineal gland, enabling him to 
“see” into other parallel universes 
populated by an extremely weird 
assortment of creatures. Gordons 
follow-up to his impeccable master- 
piece, RE-ANIMATOR, contams 
much of the same irreverent humor, 
manic energy, and bizarre sexual 
scenes, but, somehow, it fails to 
recapture the m^c of his debut 
film. Nonetheless, it’s stiU supremely 
satisfying and miles ahead °f its 
competition- Generously loa^^d 
with plenty of jaw-droppmg FX 
work. 

FROZEN TERROR 
(aka MACABRO) 

1980/91 m/d: LambertoBava 
Mario’s son is in fine form here with 
this stylish, atmospheric tale about a 
woman who keeps her lover s head in 
the fridge, She Ukes to dress sexy 
and take it to bed with her until her 
daughter finds out and spoils evety- 
thiiig Leisurely paced and rela- 
tively bloodless, though Lambero 
mure than makes up for that with 
DEMONS (1986). 


FUNERAL HOME ^ 

1980/93 m/d: William Fruet 
Timid, familiar yam heavy on 
atmosphere and li^t on scares. A 
woman, residing in a converted 
funeral home, has a deep, dark sec- 
ret. The denouement is strictly 
knee-jerk horror delivered with no 
surprise at all. Another PG horror 
film bites it. 


THE FUNHOUSE 


0 




1981/96 m/d: Tobe Hooper 
Nifty monster-in-the-carny fihn starts 
off slowly, but ends with frenePc 
intensity. Superior creature makeup 
bv Rick Baker and Craig Reardon. 
Lots of ^tyle.jreat cinematography. 

THE FURY ^ 

««« , 

r^TSTil'S m/d: Brian DePalma 

Cool, sexy, 

features an aU-star cast and the be« 
exploding body gag of its tune, t 

,gems it to exploit t»o teep.Bed 

telepath, M vein, .lt“ob onBe« 
gush, Fluns Lewis spin.-o 'f , 
John Cassavettes goes to hell 
^basket. The chunlp-. sb-mo 
body btmgiuB durios ‘1“ if 

climax is alone worth the pn 
admission. 


FirrUREKILL _ 

®« ‘W 

1984/83 m/d: RonaldMoore 
Street mutants kill hazing frat boys 
in this crushingly disappointing film 
that reteams the stars of THE 
TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE, 
Ed Neal and Marilyn Burns. It’s a 
dark, casually paced and nearly 
gorelcss outing peopled with wise- 
cracking cretins who don’t do much 
but drive their cars around and talk 
tough. Oddly enough, most of the 
murders are quick kills that happen 
off screen or in the dark. You 
figure it out. 

F/X 
99i 

1986/106 m/d; Robert Mandel 
What could have been a terribly 
interesting behind-the-scenes look at 
the art of special effects in movie 
making rapidly turns into a rather 
ordinary chase/suspense thriller after 
an effects man is hired to “fake” tlie 
assassination of a Mafia chieftain 
who’s being held by the Feds. Lots 
of double and triple crossing at every 
turn. After awhUe, you tire of trying 
to outguess the preposterously con- 
voluted plotline. Plenty of cool- 
looking props lying around in Ihe 
guy’s studio, though, including mon- 
sters. corpses, body parts, etc. 


GALAXY OF TERROR 

(aka MINDWARP, PLANET OF 

HORRORS) 

V 

1981 /80 m/d: Bruce Clark 
Cheapo ALIEN rip-off has lots of 
talking and walking around in 
subterranean caverns until Erin 
Moran of “Happy Days” gcLs sucked 
into oblivion by the bloodthirsty 
monster, Not much Cun, really. 


THE GATE 

• ©I 

1987/85 m/d: 'I'ibor Takacs 
Tepid little creature feature 




gets too scary due to the pre-pubes- 
cent hijinks ol its dorky co-stars 
Cute kids find gateway to Demons^ 
ville m their backyard and get chased 
by both big and little monsters. 
Gol y. The creature FX are pretty 
cool, but those kids! P-too-ieel! 


GATES OF HELL 

99i ^ 

1983/93 m/d: Lucio Fuki 
A priest hangs himself and tlie dead 
rise in this plodding zombie film; but 
you won’t care cause there are two 
or tliree show-stopping effects in- 
cluding a power drill througli the 
brain and a girl barring up her entire 
intestinal tract. Subtle, atmospheric 
horror in the Lucio Fulci tradition. 


GHOST STORY ^ 

ee ■£) 

1 981/1 10 m/d: John Irvin 
This tame, predictable film is just 
about as feeble as the ancient 
chowderheads starring in it. College 
chums inadvertently cause the death 
of one of their sweethearts and she 
returns for vengeance decades later. 
Briefly glimpsed effects are by Dick 
Smith. 


GHOst^town 

GHOST TOWN ^ 

ip®® ^ 

1988/85 ni/d: Richard Governor 
Deputy Langley has problems. One 
minute he’s out in the desert looking 
for a missing girl, the next he's being 
propositioned by a corpse to save a 
town from evii alter liis car spon- 
taneously conibu.st.s in a mystoiious 
fashion. He soon llnds hiinsell' in a 
strange and illusory town, where the 
inhabitants appear and disappear. It 
beeomes appaienl to Langley that he 
iiiij.sl destroy an undcad psycho 
called Devlin if lie's to lul this 



Western ghost town rest in peace and 
save the girl, whom Devlin has 
appropriated because of her resem- 
blance to a singer he once knew (and 
killed). This film is a perfect piece of 
entertainment, unusually conipellmg 
for an Empire release, and it does 
have a fairly open ending that does 
not necessarily signal the need for a 
sequel. There’s a fair amount of 
gore and black humour and the per- 
formances are uniformly tine. Pity 
you hadn’t started making this sort 
of stuff earlier. Band. Aw well, 
tough shit. (C>R) 




r.IRLS SCHOOL SCREAMERS 


1985/85 ni/d; John P- Fincgan 
Never quite enjoyed 




GHOULIES 

1984/84 m/d: Luca Bercovici 
The posters for this bargain base- 
ment GREMLINS rip-off showed 
a grinning green rubber ghoulic 
emerging from a toilet bowl. The 
movie itself never even gets that far. 
From Empire Pictures, ’natch. 


GATES OF HEUL 
voMng Catholic school girls and 
haunted houses, how 'bout you'? 
This limp, wimpering loser is in 
grievous danger of Mortal Sin. 

GODZILLA 

9 

1985/91 m/d: Hashimoto andKizee 
Major, though predictable, dis- 
appointment that doesn’t even begin 
to improve upon the modest, black- 
and-white 1958 original, despite a 
big budget, flasliy sets, color and a 
much ballyhooed computer-con- 
trolled monster. Some ot the 
attempts at humor and seif p^ody 
are painful and the monster FX are 
as bogus as all get out. They really 
BLEW IT. 


goodnight. GOD BLESS 


1087/90m/d: John Eyres 
Shithcaded mess shows 
the first five minutes when 
eved priest knifes some guL and 
slroots a bunch of kids m a p ay 
ground- Tahoo-hveakmg ^ 
away, hul ihal’s as lar as things 
net Way helow-par slasiiei aaj le 
uiies an iri-ilaiing, ohnoxions sound- 
liac'k, terrihlo erliliUR. boring suh- 


plots and inept, cardboar3 characters. 
The maniac ties up one woman and 
pves her a reaJJy scary haircut. I 
shit my drawers, man. 

GOREMET ZOMBIE CHEF FRO.M 
HELL ^ 

i 986/90 m/d; Don Swan 
No offense meant to the filmmakers, 
but this is a really sorry piece of shit. 
Gaza (Thso Depauy), a priest of “the 
Holy Order of the Righteous Brother 
hood,” is accused of treachery back 
in 1386 and cursed with living 
death sustained by the consumption 
of human flesh. Six hundred years 
later, the brotherhood and their High 
Priestess turn up at the Goza Deli 
and Beach Club to put an end to 
Goza’s nasty ways by super gluing 
his lips together and naOing his feet 
to the floor until he starves to death. 
Producer/director Swan has nothing 
but contempt for the story, the film, 
the genre, and the audience. So fuck 
you too, buddy. (SB) 

GRADUATION DAY 

»e 

1981/90 m/d: Herb Freed 
KiDer stalks members of high school 
track team after girl dies during race. 
Pretty ordinary, boosted slightly by a 
few good effects and a nifty ending. 
Watch closely for scream sweet- 
heart Linnea Quigley as one of the 
stalkees. 


GRAVEYARD DISTURBANCE 
1 987/ d : Lamberto Bava ^ 


From the director who brought you 
DEMONS!,” the box proudly pro- 
claims. Shit-on-toast, yeah! Lamber- 
to, goremonger extraordinare, has a 
new film out! Then you take it 
home and realise the airbrushed box 
should have warned you. Tlie plot, 
for all you liava completjsts, is a 
basic, well-used one (an old fallback 


for filmmakers and writers alike) 
Five unlikeable teenagers shoplift 
from a supermarket and crash their 
van out in the woods whilst being 
chased by the police. They find a 
ruined castle (very much like the one 
the patrons of the cinema in 
DEMONS are watching in their film) 
and a tavern. There they all bet 
they can’t stay the night in a tomb 
below, but if they do, they win a vast 
treasure. The teens take the bet (of 
course) and spend the night being 
chased around by some okay-looking 
zombies (one of whom even wears 
a KISS T-shirt) until they escape and 
are finally arrested by the police. 
That’s it. From the director of the 
ultra-violent DEMONS and DEMONS 
2, ±is film is a real let down. Not 
one drop of blood is spilled! The 
only piece of violence in this film is 
a bloodless stabbing! A goreless 
bore. (GR) 

GREMLINS 

9999 ^ 

1984/11 1 m/d; Joe Dante 
Father gives son a cute, furty crea- 
ture for Christmas and all helJ 
breaks loose in this savagely funny, 
scary and magnificently entertaining 
effort. Director Dante infuses this 
film with enou^ wit, enthusiasm 
and magic to fill three or four films. 
A supremely enjoyable experience. 

HALLOWEEN 

9999 

1978/93 m/d: John Carpenter 
Wrenchingly suspenseful slasher that 
served as THE blueprint for Teenkill 
Terror for the following decade. 
Slick, frisky and propelled by Car- 
penter's muscular directorial style 
and haunting score, this hugely 
successful independent film triumphs 
with the slimmest of premises and 
proves, again and again, that bare- 
knuckles horror has a revered place 
in the human heart. 
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HALLOWI'EN [I 




1^81/92 iTi/d: Rick RosciiLha) 

I.urid, pandering; and ridiculuusly 
ploUcd. this eyesore wears mil its 
welcome rtplU away, The “Sliape” 
conliiiucs to menace a hospitalized 
Juniic Lee Cuilis; hiil it’s the audi- 
ence who gets stuck witli this [ne.ss- 
Dreadl'ul and mean spirited. 

MALLOWEliN III SEASON OF 
THE WITCH ^ 

W 

lh82/98 ni/d: Tonmiy Wallace 
lieceiilric scicnlisl has jilans to melt 
lols of kids’ heads on Halloween 
iiiglit using miciochi])s, Stonehenge, 
'IV and a very jiopiilar brand of 
Halloween mask. Sound oiiliageoiisV 
Well, sure, hut it’s fun just llie same. 
Reliiied lo ils predecessors in nanie 
only. 

HALLOWEEN 4. HIE REI'URN 
01 MICHAEL MYERS „ 

9 ® ^ 

R<88/<»1 II,/, I, Dwighi II. Lillie 
Yell, he’s hack aliighl. hiil so what? 


Myers survives being sliol, bonibetl 
and burned lo a cinder in I’ail 2 
(don't they all'l) and conics back In,,. 
(Hey, you're already ahead of me 
here, small guy). ..kill more kids, 
wouldn’l ya know? Tealures your 
lypical, overwioiiglil, hand-wringing 
walk- Ihroiigh hy Doiuiid Pleasaiiee 
and lire predictable, though mar- 
ginally elToclive, lillle twist at the 
end. Oveiall though, this dead-lired 
soc|iicl hilcs .Siheiiaii yak ass. 

HAMMER THE STUDIO THAT 

DRIPPED BLOOD 

9999 

l<)87/ 

.liist a.s the hiickla.sh froiu Hiitaiii's 
notorious “video nasties” .seaiulal 
and .subsequent ceii.soiship law.s 
Ihrealeneci to end [l.K. public 
viewing of wlial David Pirie releircrl 
lo as “Ihe only slapic einenialic 
niylii whicli iJrilain can properly 
claim as ils own" (Ihe lioiror genre), 
Ihe HiW Irogaii brnaiicasling a eom- 
plcle. imeiil relruspeclive ol Ihe 
Haminei 111ms. I'his eoiiiprcliensive 
doeumeminv launelieii ilie series .ind 


is well worth a l(X)k--essential viewing 
for Hammer fans. Revealing inter- 
views with Cushing Lee, Seth Holt, 
Jimmy Sangster, etc,; rare footage of 
Terence Fisher directing: and much 
more. Though Hammer’s grislier 
trademarks are skirted, this reverent 
overview does give some insight into 
the studio's decline and demise in 
the late 1970’s, acknowledging Ham- 
mer’s failure to keep in step with the 
genre’s evolution via NIGHT OF 
THE LIVING DEAD, THE EXOR- 
CIST. TEXAS CHAINSAW MASS- 
ACRE, etc. Recommended. (SB) 


T-shirt with the line...“Thc door to 
your final ride is now open...” 
most definitely the best part of this 
project. Far too timid for mv 
tastes. •' 


HE KNOWS YOU’RE ALONE^ 

1980/94 m/d: Armand Mastriaonni 
Brides-to-be are slain on the eve of 
their weddings by a luckless schmuck 
who was stood up at his wedding 
Fairly suspenseful, with a likable cast 
and a clever ending. Nothing to 
write home about, though, 


THE HAND 

*9 0 

1981/105 m/d: Oliver Stone 
Cartoonist loses hand in freak auto 
accident and a series of bizarre 
killings begin. Could it be his disem- 
bodied paw? You betcha! It can 
even fly off a table and chase your 
ass down the hall! Sort of an update 
of the near classic BEAST WITH 
FIVE FINGERS with Peter Lorre. 
Director Stone put geme filmmaking 
behind him and went on to win an 
Academy Award with PLATOON in 
1986, 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO ME 

1981/108 m/d; J. Lee Thompson 
Outrageously contrived, but some- 
what effective, thriller has “six of the 
most bizarre murders you’ll ever see” 
according to the ads. Snooty, upper- 
echelon school kids are being wasted 
and cute Melissa Sue Anderson of 
“Little House on the Prairie” is a 
prime suspect. Much better than 
you’d suspect. 


HELL COMES TO FROGTOWN 

1987/88 m/d: Donald C. Jackson 
Flaky post-apocalypse fantasy 
starring pro-wresticr and non-actor 
Roddy Piper as a gunshnging macho 
dunderhead who must rescue 
Sandahl Bergman from a dan of 
mutant frog princes. At rare times, 
the film actually works, mostly due 
to the startling and sophisticated 
animatronic creatures created by FX 
whizkid, Steve (PREDATOR) Wang. 
Jackson’s direction is perfunctory at 
best, though he described the film as 
“a cross between ROAD WARRIOR 
and PLANET OF THE .4PES-with 
frogs.” Yeh, he wishes. Jackson is 
also re.sponsible for other forget- 
tables like the alleged and never seen 
“cult” film THE DEMON LOVER 
(1976) and, more recently, ROLLER 
BLADE and its insipid sequel ROL- 
LERBLADE WARRIORS. Quite an 
oeuvre, eh? 


HELL NIGHT 

99 




THE HEARSE ^ 

99 

1980/97 m/d; George Bowers 
Haunted hearse with mysterious 
driver menaces Trish Van Devere in 
this mildly spooky, atmospheric 
thriller. 1 think the promotional 


1981/101 m/d: Tom DeSimone 
Chubby Linda Blair and pals spend 
the ni^t at a haunted house as part 
of a college initiation caper. Bleached 
blood albino giants chase the kids 
around and there’s lots of teenage 
lingerie on parade. Has a few good 
moments, thougli. 
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iELLRAlSERn 


<ir lliis film. Ii''? ii moneymaker 
pure and simple, henl on pluiKlerine 
the pockets tjf the faiihlul who think 
IJnrker walk.s on water. The “ending" 
leaves everything set and ready for 
PART 3, already announced as 
HliLL ON bARTH. 


HELLRAISER 

1 987/94 m/d: Clive Barker 
Sure, it’s scary, perverse, gory as hell, 
and inarguably heralds the arrival of 
the major new gerrre talent of the 
mid-80’s, but what the fuck is going 
on here? This little glowing box 
that makes people stick pins in their 
face, want to he chained and skinned 
and ripped apart, and fuck dead 
people? ( felt as though J had 
missed the first chapter to the story, 
The Ceno who? The Lament Con- 
figuration? Why, why, why? I 
frankly didn’t get it. Though Bar- 
ker's literary talents are prodigious- 
there’s no doubt he’s a truly gifted 
artist-something vital was lost when 
the word became flesh. Still, a 
stunning debut that showcases some 
of the mosi daringly perverse, horrif- 
ic visions ever seen on screen. Plenty 
of questions remain unanswered, 
thou^, about both the story of a 
tortured soul seeking release and of 
the man who is, by almost ah 
accounts, “the future of horror,” 


HELLHOUND: HELLRAISER 2 

99 ^ 

1988/88 m/U: Tony Randel 
I’m going to make a few (make that 
lots) of enemies here. This Barkerian 
inspired bogosity borders on bow- 
wowism. Shamelessly hysterical in 
tone, this wildly careening, dis- 
jointed mess is a hobo’s stew of half- 
baked ideas, second-rate FX work 
(including the worst mat painting of 
the year), iiiiinvolving performances 
and enougli hot air to fuel a squad- 
ron of Hindenburgs. This- is not to 
say 1 didn’t like the picture. No, I 
hated it. Is there sonicihing innately 
frightening about a pasty-faced, 
balding butlkisscr with needles stuck 
in his face or am I missing something 
here? Ditto for the fat load with 
sunglasses and the gal with the 
trendy tracheotomy, too. And 
what’s with Lord Bada.ss, the Levia- 
than of Hell? Some fucking tacky 
polyhedron slowly rotating over an 
exceptionally cruddy mat job? lluh? 
Tm confused, bill not by the motives 



THE HIDDEN 

99% ^ 

1 987/96 m/d : Jack Sholder ^ 

THE HIDDEN, a spirited (at least for 
the first half) sci-fi thriller about a 
nasty body hopping alien, can’t get 
past its shallow script or emphasis on 
the central relationship between its 
two heroes, which is never fully rea- 
lized. Despite its reasonably well- 
constructed chase format fespecially 
bang-up opening pursuit, foUowing a 
great credit sequence over a bank TV 
camera as a MUquetoast accountant 
type pulls out a shotgun and starts 
blowing folks away), the film is un- 
able to overcome the story’s B-movie 
familiarity. The monster effects are 
no great shakes and the ET-style 
“happy ending” falls absolutely flat 
as weU. (TF) 

HIDE AND GO SHRIEK ^ 

I ^ 

1987/90 m/d; Skip Schnoolnik 
The video box warns of “explicit 
footage not seen in theatres.” Easy 
enough to say, as this clunker boasts 
all the earmarks of the direct-to- 
video route, which leaves lots of 
footage (explicit or otherwise) “not 
seen in theaters.” Offensive teen 
types with ugly haircuts and crappy 
taste in contemporary music spend 
the night at a furniture store driiiking 
beer, playing games and trying to get 
laid. An unseen, shuffling psycho 
picks ’em off one by one. You know, 
first they’re naked, then they’re dead 
kind of stuff. Cheesy makeup 
overall, though there is one sequence 
featuring a so-so decapitation by 
elevator followed by this guy who 
slips on the head and falls down the 
shaft. Thank God for small favors. 




THE HILLS HAVE EYES 11 


1983/88 m/d; Wes Craven 
Chcapjack, pathetic sequel to the 
1978 classic makes you want to 
retch. Craven complained that he 
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never really tmished the film as _ 
often-promised additional funds 
never materialized. Yeh? So what’s 
his excuse for the abomination that 
became DEADLY FRIEND (1986)'> 
Hard to believe this is the same guy 
who directed NIGHTMARE ON 
ELM STREET. If you’re really a fan 
of the original HIL1..S, be advised this 
is nothing more than another 
shoddy, execrable FRIDAY THE 
13TH rip-off. 


THE HITCHER 

9*9 ^ 

1986/97 m/d; Robert Harmon 
Stylish, artsy, action/suspense yarn 
stars Rutger Hauer in a riveting per- 
formance as a psychotic hitch^er. 
Extremely creepy and nerve- 
wracking, this film is wfldly un- 
predictable right up to the very end, 
when it momentarily lapses into 
cliche. Fine cinematography, good 
performances and breakneck pacing 
make this one an awfuOy classy 
slasher. 


HOLOCAUST 2000 

(aka THE CHOSEN ) ^ 

99 V 

1978/105 m/d: Alberto De Martino 
Low-rent, British-Italian knock-off of 
THE OMEN features Kirk Douglas as 
a nuclear pov/er exec who discovers 
his son is the Antichrist. The Cloven 
Hoofed Kid plans to destroy the 
world through nuclear sabotage. Pop 
has lots of paranoid dreams where he 
envisions a sixteen-inch plastic model 
of a power plant rising up out of a 
bubbling bathtub. Mighty heady ma- 
terial. 


HOME SWEET HOME ^ 

% V 

1985/84 m/d: Nettie Pena 
Hey! Here’s an original for you! An 
escaped psycho l^s a bunch of 
people on Thanksgiving Day! The 
big twist is the killer is a bodybuilder 
name of Jake (Hollywood muscle- 


head and Irainer to the stars). His 
acting abilities are in inverse propor- 
tion to his amount of muscle mass. 
Another holiday slasher bites the 
moose flanks. 


of puss and maggots. For gore- 
hounds and Italian zomhie/cannibal 
completist.s only. 

HOUSE BY THE EDGE OF THE 
PARK 


HORROR PLANET 
(akalNSFMINOIO) ^ 

9 

1983/86 m/d: Norman Warren 
Space explorers face off with a 
couple of 18” rubber alien hand 
puppets. Passable splatter if you’re 
especially forgiving. 


HOSPITAL MASSACRE 


0 


1981/89 m/d: Boaz Davidson 
Former Playmate Bacbi Benton 
barely out acts the stiffs falling 
around her in this trashy, thrill-less 
hairball of a movie. Also known as 
X-RAY. Don’t expose yourself to 


it, folks. 


HOUSE 

99 

1986/93 m/d: Steve Miner 
Very mainstream horror effort by 
the director of several episodes of the 
FRIDAY THE 13TH .series tries too 
hard to please everybody. Generous- 
ly crammed full of special effects; 
it’s the creaky old plot that manages 
to undermine the film’s effectiveness. 
Writer is haunted by memories uf the 
Vietnam War and gets jumped by 
some weird thing every time he 
opens another door. Further marred 
by an unjustifiably happy ending. 
High-glnss, soulless stuff. 

HOUSE BY THE CEMETERY 
996 ^ 

1984/84 m/d; Lucio Fulci 
A flesh-eating ghoul named Dr. 
Freudstein (yes, that’s right!) lives in 
this basement and must continually 
kill to “revive his cells” and lo re- 
sume his experiments. Totally 
audacious, wacky stuff with lots of 
arterial spraying and oozing streams 


999 -0 

1984/90m/d: Ruggero Deodato 
David Hess, lead thug in Wes Craven’s 
LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT, is 
back with yet another retardo side- 
kick; once again, he's scaring the 
pants off some more surburbanites 
in this mean-spirited romp. Bored, 
jaded, yuppie partygoers pick up 
Hess and his buddy for kicks and 
soon find out they should’ve gone 
out for sushi instead. When Hess 
stalks the twits with a strai^t tazor, 
vnur hair stands on end. Suitable 
sleaze appeal is maintained through- 
out. Splatter complctists will note 
that Hess’ co-star is Robert Morghen, 
the Italian star of such barf baggers 
as CANNIBAL FEROX, GATES OF 
HELL, and CANNIBAL APOCA- 
LYPSE. 




HOUSE OF DEATH 


1981/88 m/d: David Nelson 
Here’s FRIDAY THE 13TH clone 
number 211”a deadly dull, teenkill 
pic with shit for brains. Don't be 
misled by the bogus warning about 
“nudity and graphic violence.” More 
lies. 

HOUSE OF LONG SHADOWS 

96 ^ 

1983/102 m/d: Peter Walker 
Man Stays in weird English country 
home and bets he can write a horror 
novel in 24 hours. Languid, drawn- 
out yawner features horror veterans 
John Carradinc, Christopher Lee. 
Peter Cushing and Vincent Price. 
I’itv this one doesn’t amount to 
much. The usually reliable Walker 
first gained a degree of notonety 
Willi a series of nasty genre pot- 
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boilers in ihe ’70’s which in- 
cluded FRIGHTMARE, THE 
FLESH AND BLOOD SHOW and 
SCHIZOE). 

HOUSE ON SORORITY ROW 

1983/90 m/d : Mark Rosman 
Above average slasher opus has nice 
pacing, okay acting and good shock 
effects. Title tells all. 

THE HOUSE WHERE EVIL 
DWELLS 


0 


1982/88 m/d: Kevin Connor 
New couple moves into house 
haunted by the spirit of a Samurai 
who killed his wife, her lover and 
himself centuries before. Ludi- 
crously bad ghost effects remind you 
of a particularly stinky “Topper” 
episode. Pitiful. Dreadful. 


THE HOWLING 




1 98 1 /90 m/d : Joe Dante 
Absolutely the scariest, funniest, 
cleverest werewolf movie of all time, 
deftly handled by one of the genre’s 
most gifted directors. Exhilirating 
effects work by Rob Bottin, in- 
cluding a magnifleient, simply awe- 
inspiring transformation sequence. 
A modern classic. 

HOWLING 11 




HOWLING III 




1987/93 m/d: Philllpe Mora 
Bring me Ihe liead of Phillipe Mora! 



Unconscionably bad in all respects, 
this leaden, unfunny alleged satire 
tries so very hard to be a hip, clever 
parody and it falls right on its 
hairy, lupine ass. Crappy, pitifully 
rubbery makeup and transformation 
FX are nothing compared to the pre- 
posterous plot featuring a hippie 
werewolf commune, marsupial lycan- 
thropes. and nuns and ballerinas 
metamorphosing into howling beasts. 
Sad to see the werewolf myth so 
purposefully and contemptibly 
trashed by Mora’s smirking, ham- 
listed. slipshod approach to genre 
filmmaking. Bites wolf butt in a 
big, big way. 

HOWLING 4: THE ORIGINAL 
NIGHTMARE 


1986/91 m/d: Phillipe Mora 
Frequently incoherent, with artsy 
photography and really lame make- 
up, this ersatz sequel manages to 
really trasli the werewolf myth. With 
a slumming Christopher Lee and 
Sybil Danning. Werewolf shit on a 
stick . 


Sf 

1988/94 in/d: John Hough 
The best thing to be said about this 
uimecessacy and irritating sequel is 
that it attempts to return to the 
spirit of the original film. ‘Attempts, 
yes; ‘succeeds.’ no. But tliankfuUy. 
it’.s still miles aJiead of Mora’s dick- 
headed efforts in the previous two 
iiistallment.s. Which, of course, 
still leaves us about two light years 
away from the infectious chami of 
Dante’s brilliant work in ihe origi- 
nal classic. After eighty inimites cn 
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so into this one, you’re still not sure 
if it’s a goddamn werewolf movie or 
not. Finally, with precious minutes 
remaining, we get a ^impse of the 
latex lycanthrope and. frankly, it 
just isn’t worth the wait, C’nion 
guys, just let it rest, will ya? 


HUMAN ANIMALS _ 

1984/98 m 

Catastrophically inept, breathtak- 
ingly outrageous, this execrable 
micro-budgeted, dialog-less loser pits 
four survivors against the wasteland 
after a nuclear holocaust (shown by 
scratchy, black-and-white stock 
footage). Oh, did I say one of the 
survivors was a big dog? Well, the 
girl ends up with the dog. the guys 
are ready to comhole one another 
and you’re ready for a refund on 
your ticket. 

HUMAN BEASTS/CANTSIBAL 
KILLERS 

1 98 1 /90 m/d ; Jacinto Alvarez 


Great title, no? Ha! Gotcha, sucker! 
This abysmal Italian/Japanese/ 
Spanisli/Paul Naschy collaboration 
abandons the horror angle and con- 
centrates on diamond heists, 
terrorists, and double agents, served 
up in a stultifying stew of insipid 
ideas, mangled dubbing and half- 
baked “action” scenes. Included on 
the video package are bald-faced lies 
about the film’s content, though 
you will get to see a bit-o'-gore at the 
end if you’re still awake. 

HUMAN EXPERIMENTS 

99 

1980/82 m/d: Greg Goddell 
Woman is framed in a multiple 
murder and sent to the Big House, 
where bizarre physical and psycho- 
logical tortures are inflicted upon 
her person. Routine stuff, dis- 
tinguished slightly by an earnest, 
convincing performance by Linda 
Hays. 

HUM.ANOIDS FROM THE DEEP 

999 ^ 

1980/81 m/d; Barbara Peeters 
Salmon men rape ^rls and kick ass 
in this quickly paced, scary and 
amusing monster pic from Roger 
Corman. Great creatures and effects 
are by Rob Bottin. 

HUMONGOUS 

( ■0 

1982/93 m/d: Paul Lynch 
Wretched crap about college retards 
being menaced by some weird, big 
cannibal asshole in diapers. This 
one’s got puke for brains. 


THE HUNGER _ 

994 

1983/100 m/d: Tony Scott 
Ancient but beautiful vampiress 
needs a constant supply ot young 
blood to maintain her Imniortality m 
this empty-headed, but visually 
stunning, debut film by the guy who 
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I sm ON VOUK (iRAVL 


nIioI the Old I’t^pN coiimiciciiih. 
Siipcrlalivc in:ikciip work hy Oink 
Smilli and (’ail iHillorlon. And, yep, 
il’s the same Tony Scoil who 
directed llie mcKaliit TOP (lUN in 
IPX7, anollier in a series (jI' loud, 
liombastic extended music videos 
he's hecoinc fninous for. 

HUNTER’S EiLOOl) 

19S6/102 m/d; Roberl C. Iluglnns 
A [xiod (albeit lalky) derivative of 
Old.IVliRANni. as a «roup of 
liiinlinf! buddies falls prey on some 
hard-core rednecks in tlie wooils. 
When the blood (lows, it’s very 
elTcctivc-largc blood squibs arc ex- 
ploded during tlie rille figlii scenes; 
one creep gets some deer ardlers in 
tlio shoulder blades; and there’s one 
excellent, shocking effect of the 
ariermailpof a face which has been 
blown off, CludUmiRNOi-Tlili 
I.iVINd UhAO) Gulager has fiin as a 
redneck-kicking dude. (KG) 


ISPIT ON YOUR CORPSE- 

A ^ 

l9«3/84in 

Absolulcly wretched mess. A 
crummy import dealing willi hookers 
and Maiia types willi no spilling, 
corpses or bloodshed to speak ol. 



CUT, CHOPPED, 
BROKEN, and BURNED 


9 




ldKl)/102 m/d: Meir /arclii 
Inramous sliockei willi ahsoliUcly no 
redeeming values. Woman wntei is 
healen and rii|)e(l in a very pro- 
longed, excriicialing sequence by a 
group of small lowii crcliiis; laler, 
she lures ericli oi' them to ilieir 
deaths, Willi lousy makeup elTecta 
and no suspense, this clunker 
(oriRirially called DAY OF TIIK 
WOMAN) was a box oftiee bomb 
until it underwent a lille change and 
tried a new, deceptive ad campaign. 


1 WAS A telna(;e zombie. 

n 

iyH()/hU m/d : John Miclialakis 
Tries groaidiigJy liard to be cute, 
clever and cullish and falls llai on 
its smirking, greasepainled face. 
Dope dealer “Mussolini” rips off 
some kids and gets thrown into a 
radioactive river, only to emerge 
again as a toxic zombie in green face 
paint wlicj attacks llic Spring dance. 
Sounds just as stupid as it really is. 


I WAS A ZOMBIE l-OK THE FBI 

9» 'St 

)'1S2/ (I - Marius l^criczncr 
1 . 0 W liudgel, cniertairiing addition to 
tlie curreiil revivali.sl/rcvi.sioiiist regur- 
gitalion of IP50’s drive in. sci-fi film 
elemeiiis, cliclics. and sicreotypes. 
Alien invaders poliuLc popular soft 
drinks witli niiinl-conlrol (lrug.s wliile 
ill searcli of secrcl cola foimiila; a 
moot poiiil now lliat Goca (’ola has 
lust their own I'orniula in ifiil hie. 
(’ul-iiile Marius Penezner direction 
yields deadpan Inn, iiiclucliiig an 
aiiiiiialud “nioiislei in the basement 
anil Hie rnonoloiious Raspheiry 
BiothersiisG-ineii lieioes. (SHI 


H E.OOKS ( OIJl.l) KIE-I. 

|OK(i/'J() iii/(l, t'tnKk Vniceiil 


& 


Vincent a soft ami hard-core porno 
veteran, attempted an R-rated suspen- 
ser in this yarn about a videomsdeer 
who’s hired to tape tlic life of a 
woman suspected of bank cmbe/./Je- 
ment he shoots from the apartment 
across the street. Lots of subsequent, 
voyeuristic sex is brought into play 
(shades of BODY DOUBI.t: and 
EXTREME CLOSE-UP), foOowed by 
just a touch of BLUE VELVET- 
like female abuse. The slow-moving 
storyline takes an it’s-a-franie-up 
twist too late and the acting isn’t 
good either. Tlie porn stars are 
using pseudonyms here such as J. 
Gillis for Jaime Gillis and Jane 
HamOton for Veronica Hart. The 
climax (so to speak), which is obvi- 
ously meant to be rousingly thrilling, 
just comes off amateurish and stupid. 
All involved should stick with fuck 
films from now on. (Though Gillis 
cets his arm torn off real good here.) 

(KG) 

IGOR AND THE LUNATICS 

99 ^ 

1985/79 m/d: Billy Parolini 
Manson-type messiah is released from 
prison and goes after members who 
have “fallen away’’ from the Family. 
Igor’s girlfriend gets sawed in hdf 
(lengthwise) by a 20” circle saw. 
While the FX are of the entry-level 
variety, they’re really bloody and 
quite passable. 

THE IMP (aka SORORITY BABES 
IN THE SLLMEBALL BOWL-0- 



1987/77 m/d: Dave DeCoteau 
The premise for this fihn is extreme- 
ly thin (anorexic would be more 
appropriate) a couple of girls who 
want to join a sorority break into 
a bowling alley with three geeks who 
were spying on them in the stiowei 
to steal a bowling trophy. The 
trophy prompty falls open and a 
demon called “The Imp” escapes. 


(Groaning? I thought so.) The teens 
start to die. And that’s it. Sur- 
prisingly for an exploitation film, the 
violence occurs offscreen, leaving 
little reason to watch it unless you 
are a Linnea Quigley completist 
or like lumps of wise cracking plastic 
that speak witli a Negro accent. 

(GR) 


IMPULSE 

1984/91 in/d: Graham Baker 
Toxic spill contaminates milk and 
entire town goes berserk in this 
offbeat, queer thriller, ultimately 
subverted by a desperate, cop-out 
ending. ,mcreoible melting man 



THE INCREDIBLE MELTING MAP* 

1978/86 m/d: William Sachs ^ 
Astronaut returns from Saturn mis- 
sion with a space virus that induces 
ambulatory putrescence. The moist, 
niurvclousiy gooey Rick Baker Fa 
are just dandy, though director 
Sachs provides little suspense by 
having the guy start failing apart 
within the first five minutes. Enter- 
taining diversion , played like a good 
or 50’s monster pic. 
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INCUBUS 

1983/90 m/d: John Hough 
Weird sex killings seem to be fol- 
lowing die pattern of an ancient 
demon ritual. Good acting through- 
out and some good scares, but geez! 
You only get to see the creature for 
a few seconds! And not only that, 
the ending is incomprehensible. 

INFERNO 

lyeO/107 m/d: Dario Argento 
Don’t try to unravel the multi- 
layered, somewhat incoherent plot- 
line about the diabolical “Three 
Mothers.” Instead, just enjoy the 
ambitiously orchestrated murders, 
the slinky camerawork and artsy- 
fartsy lighting effects. Some won- 
derfully hallucinatory scare scenes 
in an up-ended room teeming with 
rotted corpses that takes place 
underwater is a splendid moment 
attributed to a non-credited Mario 
Bava. Classy stuff from Europe’s 
most audacious genie director. 

INTRUDER 


he is to lose his beloved store? Is is 
Daffy Duck? You won’t care, really 
because there are several beautifully 
tasty, show-stopping effects like a 
guy having his head sawed inhalfby 
a vertical saw; another guy having his 
head crushed by a heavy piece of 
machinery; and a man being beaten 
severely with a severed head. Very 
tasty, but the fihn is about 80 
minutes long, and for about 35 of 
those minutes, nobody dies! I mean 
I’ve heard of characterisation, but 
this is ridiculous. Next time, cut the 
shit and get down to work a lot 

earlier. StOl love the ending, though 
Nicely sick. (qr) 

INVADERS FROM MARS 

9 0 

1986/102 m/d: Tobe Hooper 
Updated remake of the Cameron 
Menzies film in 1958, INVADERS is 
an unfortunate dud, leaden and 
bombastic and no improvement at 
all on the original. Even the highly- 
budgeted special effects sequences 
are less than inspiring. A very major 
disappointment from a director we’re 
getting used to being disappointed 
by. 


INTRUDER 

1988/80 m/d: Scott Spiegel 
There isn't really too much to say 
about the plot of Sara Raimi-collaboi- 
alor Spiegel’s directorial debut ex- 
cept that it’s a fairly typical slasher 
film with a neat sting in tlie tail 
that should make you laugh out 
loud. The plot, as such, goes like 
this: several teenagers are working 
late in a supermarket (just after being 
told that it is soon to close and they 
are to lose their jobs). They begin to 
die one by one. Is the killer the 
thwarted ex-boyfriend of the girl at 
the check-out? Is it the owner of the 
store, driven crazy by the fact that 


INVASION OF THE BODY 
SNATCHERS 

1978/1 15 m/d: Phil Kaufman 
Wcll-crafted update of the classic 
1956 sci-fi chiller expands' and ex- 
trapolates upon the theories of alien 
podfolk yet remains faithful to the 
spirit of the original. Some spectacu- 
lar pod -birthing FX are by makeup 
man Tom Burman. Features top- 
notch cast including Donald Suther- 
land, Brooke Adams, Jeff Goldblum 
and Leonard Nimoy, Original di- 
rector ('Don Siegel) and star (Kevin 
McCarthy) both have substantial 
cameo roles. Runs out of gas in (he 
last reel; but it’s still a brisk, invigo- 
rating, exciting ride, 
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THE ISLAND 




]980/ll4m/d: Michael Ritchie 
Seventeenth century pirates prey 
upon modern vacationers in the 
Caribbean in this mildly entertaining, 
yet preposterous, potboiler. Michael 
Caine adds a degree of dignity to 
this rather swarthy production, 
which is severely lacking in believ- 
abiiity. 


IT’S ALIVE III: 

ISLAND OF THE ALIVE ^ 

1986/88 m/d: Larry Cohen 
Zany opening and some fascinating 
concepts and extrapolations on his 
1973 original give way to an erratical 
ly paced, scattershot film that seems 
to shift gears every fifteen minutes. 
Tlte few surviving IT’S ALIVE 
infants are ruled human enough to be 
exiled to an island paradise to live 
out their days. Four years later, one 
of the parents (Michael Moriarty) 
and a team of scientists return to the 
island, inadvertently leading to the 
creatures’ return to mainland Florida 
Cohen remains overly coy with the 
teasing glimpses of the critters and 
often stages the scenes involving the 
effects too shoddily, making poor 
use of acceptable man-in-suit mon- 
ster makeup. Nevertheless, the 
original touches catch the viewer 
offguard throughout the film, 
making this third entry in the series 
as frustrating and as watchablc as 
ever. (SB) 


JACK’S BACK 

1988/95 m/d: Rowdy Herrington 
Oh, oh. It’s one of those movies 
with a psychic twin out to solve his 
brother’s murder. Ixis Angeles is the 
home of a serial killer who’s been 
celebrating the one hundredth anni- 
versary of the Jack the Ripper mur- 
ders by painting the town red. As 
far as the P.T. sub-genre goes, this 


one’s far better than most with 
vigorous direction and enough twists 
in the plot to keep you guessing right 
up ’til the end. And after. 


JUNGLE HEAT 




1984/ d; Gus Trikonis 
Inconsequential, bumbling tale has 
Peter Fonda as a drunken helicopter 
pilot ferrying a lady anthropologist 
to a remote jungle outpost to look 
for a lost tribe of pygmy/alligator/ 
bat people, Surprisin^y embar- 
rassing makeup effects by Craig 
Reardon and dreadful music by 
Snuff and the Clean Cuts, Filmed 
entirely in the Phillipines and fea- 
turing Chiquita the Wonder Chicken. 


JUNGLE HOLOCAUST „ 

‘tjr 

1978/92 m/d: Ruggero Deodato 
Surprisingly coherent and well-exe- 
cuted tie owes more to Cornel 
Wilde’s NAKED PREY than to 
other Italian cannibal hoedowns. 
Lone survivor of piano crash is 
captured and humiliated by canni- 
bals before a sympathetic native 
helps him escape. The unfortunate 
cannibal conspirator gets disem- 
bowelled, gutted and has hot coals 
poured into her scooped-out 
thoracic cavity as thanks from her 
fellow tribesmen who weren’t yet 
finished with the white meat, Pretty 
good production values, too; much 
better than expected. The going 
gets really rough with Deodato’s 
next film CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST 
(1979), a wrenching, four-bag diunk- 
blower that may well be The Ulti- 
mate Cannibal Film. 


JUNIOR: A CUT ABOVE ^ 

1984/ d; Jim Hanley 
Two busty bimbos are cut loose 
from prison and faster than you can 
say “parole violation,” they’re in a 
heap u’ shit with river rats, bike 
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gangs and finally Junior~a niisogy- 
nistic cretin and entry-level human 
being who enjoys tormenting women 
because it pleases his doting 
mother. Equal parts MOTHER S 
DAY. DELIVERANCE and I SPIT 
ON YOUR GRAVE, this hobo stew 
of lialf-baked genre cliche's never 
amounts to much more tlian a mean- 
spirited, classless, minor league 
woman-basher. 


JUST BEFORE DAWN 
99 « 




1982/90 m/d: Jeff Lieberman 
Smart-assed teen campers hike deep 
into the woods and encounter freako 
hillbilly inbreds. Story has good 
suspense and nice buildup, but not 
much of a payoff. Relatively blood- 
less. Also stars good oT boy George 
Kennedy as a forest ranger. 


1983/96 m/d: Michael Mann 
Nazi occupational troups attempt to 
deal with a talkative, metamor- 
phosing demon unleashed in a hill- 
top fortress during World War II. 
Superior photography and direction 
and a great plusing score by Tan- 
gerine Dream can’t hide the fact 
that the demon often looks simply 
ridiculous (those red glowing eyes 
again) and talks too much, Stylish 
yet unsatisfying. 


KILLER KLOWNS FROM OUTER 
SPACE 

1988/90 m/d; Stephen Chiodo 
Though showing flashes of incredible 
brilliance and originality, this inven- 
tive little black comedy is ultimately 
undermined by its lackluster journey- 
man direction and uninspired editing. 
Even the most clever and promising 
scenes are shot in a straightforward, 
matter-of-fact manner that only 
serves to severely diminish their po- 
tential impact. And what potential! 


Aliens, disguised as circus clowns, 
take over a town, entombing the 
citizenry in cotton-candy Like 
cocoons as two hyslerical teenagers 
try to convince the cops that they’ve, 
indeed, been invaded by killer clowns 
from a galaxy far, far away. The 
clowns arc a tremendous sight; day- 
glo colors; spiky hair; toothy, malev- 
olent grins; and armed with a 
hOatious array of funky weaponry. 
The Chiodo Brothers, who created 
the original CRITTERS, are a mega- 
talcnted bunch, but handling the 
producing, directing, writing, art 
direction and FX designs is simply 
too much for any one team to cope 
with and it shows. 




KILLER PARTY 


1986/92 m/d; William Fiuet 
After a promising fdm-within-a-fUm 
beginning, this one rapidly nose- 
dives into a predictable fraternity/ 
sorority hazing fiasco. Preposterous 
ending introduces weird occult angle 
that makes this look like a fourth 
rate HELL NIGHT that collided with 
an eighth rate EVIL DEAD. 1 spit 
on your negatives. 


KILLING SPREE ^ 

99 ^ 

1987/88 m/d: Tim lUtter 
Amateur backyard gorefest features 
abundant blood and guts but few 
brains. Mechanic suspects wife is 
doing the horizontal bop with every- 
body in town, so he goes after ’em, 
reducing their numbers by mower, 
screwdriver, hammer and fan blade in 
several pleasingly repellent splatter 
sequences. There’s also one terrific 
sight gag, a truly hilarious comic bit 
involving some imaginative handling 
of a well-known sexual euphemism. 
For gorehounds and sexually para- 
noid airplane repairmen only. 

THE KINDRED 

1987/97 in/d: Obrow/Carpenter 
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heiiy familint. derivative mad 'vticn- 
iisi yarn tlial '•iill dwives crcdil 
for featuring iinjiislers iiisteiid nf 
knirc-weildinn psyclms. (Yes, iliai is 
nntfworlliy.) A gone splicitijr experi- 
merii goes awry. rc.suiting in big 
moniteis. link monsters in jars, 
watermelons {'■) and cnougli miicous 
and slime lo drown yourself in. 
Come on down! 


KING KONG LIVES 

19X6/105 m/d: John Gaillermin 
This knuckleheaded bit of over- 
budgeted ilatulence really makes the 
1978 version look like a gem. Exe- 
crable ape shit that climaxes with the 
birth of a baby Kong. Carlo 
Rambaldi’s effects work ranges from 
passable tej pitiful. A contemptible 
defilement of the Kong legend. 



1 9X8/98 in/(l Pen Densharn 
Handsorncly-mounted Canadian pro- 
duction m allerrialcly stylish and silly 


yet directed with a certain vigoicjin 
flaji dial fielps ovcrcorii'* ils more 
picposicroijs ploi hnj'.s. Joanna 
Pacula si/./Jes ;ls a sexy voodori 
inutani who rniiM get an ancient 
demon piirasile out of hei mouth and 
down the throat cjf her teenage 
niece in order to perpetual e a weird 
family ritual begun generations ago 
when her anceslon settled in Africa. 
Huh'.' 1 never said logic was the 
film’s strongest suit, now did I? 
fiuiiously compelling, high-ly walcli- 
abic effort climaxes in exciting 
swimming pool serjucnce that makes 
absolutely no sense at all. I don’t 
think you’ll mind. Academy Award 
winner Chris Walas handled the FX, 
though he should liave left out a 
raggedy zombie cat that looks like an 
escapee from GHOGLIES II. 

THE LADIES’ CLUB 
999 

19X5/86 m/d: A. K. Allen 
Mere’s a real unheralded gem of an 
exploitation iilm, as good or better 
than either the original DEATH 
WISH or MS. 45. A group of woman 
who’ve all been assaulted and raped 
in the past gel tougfi (REAL tough) 
on the rapists who are still lurking 
the streets. Since one of the victims 
is a cop and the other a doctor, a 
nasly conspiracy is set in motion lo 
pinpoint the pricks and drug, kidnap, 
and castrate ’em before dumping 
their sorry asses back on the streets. 
You’ll feel this one for weeks after- 
wards. 

LADY BEWARE ^ 

99*i 

l9X7/|fJX m/d: Karen Arthur 
After taking some time off from Iilm 
sexy Diane Lane returns as a daring 
window dresser, whose sensual store 
displays entice the creep Iroin across 
the street (’subtext of voyeurism 
here), lie’s an X-ray tech, apparent- 
ly, specializing in women's crotches. 
This is a sti.ry ni psycliological ru|)e 
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LAST HORROR FILM 


1983/87 m/d: David Winters 
This rather unique film-within-a-film 
has lots going for it: a tricky, elusive 
plotline good effects, pulsing music 
lots of footage of the Cannes 
Film Festival, Veteran sleazo Joe 
SpineU pursues horror queen 
Caroline Munro, begging her to be in 
his new “movie." Offbeat humor, 
exhilirating chainsaw mayhem and 
Joe Spinell’s mom smoking dope 


LEVIATHAN 


1989/91 m/d: George P. Cosmatos 
Big budget, bombastic hardware filrn 
tries to be an underwater ALIENS 
and comes up way short. Deep sea 
mining operation discovers a sunken 
Russian ship containing the mis- 
shapen corpses of the crew used in 
a nefarious genetic alteration experi- 
ment. A pair of divers become 
infected from swilling spiked vodka 
and begin mutating into a Stan 


LIFEFORCE ^ 

99Q ^ 

1985/101 m/d: Tobe Hooper 
Confusing, hard-to-like megabuck 
bomb that director Hooper blames 
on indiscriminate editors who 
clipped nearly a half hour from lus 
director’s cut. Space vampires 
hiding in Hailey's comet, are broij^ 
hack to Eartii and begin a plague tliat 
enguifs England and threatens the 
world. The makeup, FX and opticuls 
are stunning, but the story and 
characterizaiions really give you no 
one to even remotely care about. 
Hooper struck out swingnng in his 
brg-buck, three-pietntc f'™' 

Cannon Films with LIFEFORCE, 
INVADERS FROM MARS, and 
¥S<ls CHAINSAW MASSACRE 2 
Close to $50 million was spent ana 
not one film came close to showing a 
profit. 

THE LIFE 0 

l985/9ft ni/d: Dick Maas 


as he follows Lady Di around , presses 
his crotch up against her mmp on 
Ihe bus; breaks into her ^acc and 
bathes in her tub; etc. ^ere are 
snine illogical moments tit the movie 
before she finally begins to give the 
scum a taste of his own medicine, 
While the ending is fitting (il pre- 
dictable). it is just not strong enm.g. 


Winston creature who chases the 
crew around for awhile before 
getting blown up during a particular- 
ly limp, suspense-free finale. No 
surprises here, folks, and the monster 
is simply not worih the wait. A 
good cast gone to waste, too. 
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Tilt* br:islil\ lii reiJs aiul hliies 
rMusuij: I'lntn tlic pievroJH seniioiico 
iinnK'iliatcly warn ‘Hmiui All Film.' 
lookoul! Possessed elevator traps 
[^uieli paiiy people and even smilTs 
one m a pitifnily plumy dccapitalion 
scene. Absolutely dread I'n! diibhinp, 
dcadbiitt pacinj: and you're bored 
to dcalb within the first reel. Gimme 
cannibal /oinbics any day! 

LINK 
9 

1Q86/103 m/d: Richard Franklin 
A fumbled film with the potent 
subject matter of intelligence re- 
search with primates largely ignored 
in favor of a dumb human vs. smart 
apes survival scenario. They've 
even dressed up an orangutan as a 
chimpanzee because they coiddn’t 
find a smart enough big chimp who 
wanted to have his career trashed. 
“Too Much Monkey Business," 
indeed. 


LOST BOYS 

9 




1987, A}8 m/d: Joe! Schumacher 
Willful mutilation of the PETER 
PAN iliemc by a liip. trendy director 
apparently intent on producing an 
extended MTV musk video. Lots of 
cool Icon vampires with ugly haircutr 
and iiueslioiiablc tastes in boll 
clothing and music. Dreary, syiithc- 
sizer-heavy disco soimdirack makes 
you want to get \ip and bite some- 
ihing. 


LUNCHMEAT ^ 

« 

14K7/8S m/d: Kirk Alex 
Backwood.s cannibals icvrori/.e your 
usual assorlmenl of dickheads and 
dickeires in this pnetilc. though ever 
so occasionally enlcriainiiig. entry in 
ihe Backyard Mutiini BBQ and 
Mystery Meal Suh-genie Sweepstakes, 
taking a cue liom both 1111' Ull.l S 
HAVE. b.YFS and 'fill’ TEXAS 


CHAINSAW MASSACRE, the film- 
makers piomplly blow ii nearly 
every linn and the movie becomes 
nothing more than a one-note nod- 
out. shaiiielcs.sly padded with uii- 
eventful chase sequences through the 
underbrush. Done on the cheap with 
abundant gore (though the EX are 
pretty darn shoddy), the film does 
otfer up a few rather amusing char- 
acter bits, including one heavy-duty 
retard wilh a pel chicken. Awfully 
nifty video box. Iliough. 


MAD RON'S PREVUES FROM 
HELL ^ 

1987/81! m/d: Jim Monaco 
Finally! A compilation of horror 
trailers with real guts. ..and balls to 
boot. Forget the limp-dick disap- 
pointing TERROR IN THE ASLES 
(which must he wiiere they left the 
scares, they sure weren’t on the 
screen) ami the tepid, only occa- 
sionally titillating TERROR ON 
TAPE. Flush both FILMGORE and 
THE BEST OF SEX AND VIO- 
LENCE from your memory. Get 
ready for (SURPRISE!) a bloody, 
bitchin'-assed trailer collection that 


goes for the Ihroal and doesn’t let 
go. Culled from over Id hours of 
available footage, these goremeisters 
from Lansdowne, PA have tmally 
found the magical combination of 
cannibals, creatures, carnage and 
connoisseur’s delights tlial should 
sway even the most jaded fan. tn- 
cludcd are rare bits deemed loo 
offensive by liie censors and later 
excised from all (lieatrical prints. 
Over half the 4.'^ films previewed are 
unavailable on videotape and were 
too obscure to ever play again at 
revival luniscs. Roll up yoiii sleeve.s, 
pill your hi]' boots on, and wade into 
spIatfer-drciK'lied snipi'Cls ol: I 

DRINK 'I'OCR BI OOll. I'HREF ON 
A MEArilOOK, DER.'XNCED, 
t’ANNlBAl GlRiS. FI I'SH FF.AST, 
nb'ld' RED, M.-\N FROM DEEP 


RIVKR. AFRICA; BLOOD & GUTS, 
TWITCH OF THE DEATH NFJWE, 
ILSA: SHE WOLF Oi' TllE SS ami 
lots, lots more. Tills lapc is, iiidoeit, 
a treasure trove of some ol llie 
juiciest, lip-sniackinn spliiller scenes 
yet .isseinbicd. Because it’s j>rapliic, 
explicit and paced like a bullet train, 
youTl likely forgive llic homey, some 
what comball humor of the host, 
“Nick the Ventriloquist,” and liis 
zombie dummy pal “Happy.” A 
great party tape and one that holds 
up admirably to repeated viewings. 




MADMAN 


1981/89 m/d: Joe Giarim.--. 

Crazy fucker in the woods kidnaps 
campers and hangs their bodies in a 
shack-like trophies-in this utterly 
wasted attempt to tell the derivative 
and predictable tale of “Madman 
Marz,” the Wacker of the Woods. 


MAKlNtiCONI'ACT ^ 

m is 

l98.''/8() m/cl: Ruliind Einniericli 
l.idle Joey talks to his dead dad via 
a magic glowing red telephone in this 
whimsical, sntokily backlit, clioap 
shit , foreign POLTERGIdST clone. 1 
can never get olTon genre I'ilins fea- 
turing precocious kids, animated toys 
and “PG” ratings. Belongs on (he 
Disney cliannel. 

MANHATTAN BABY (aka 
EYE OF THE EVIL DEAD, 

THE POSSESSED) ^ 

99 ^ 

1985/91 m/d: LucioFulci 
Lucio abandons liis patenlcd “hlood 
'n guts” approach and settles into 
this rather ordinary suspense tale 
about a cursed medallion found in a 
recently pillaged archaeological site. 
The master of maggot mayhem has 
seen better days; this flick is wisely 
avoided by fans of his cannibal 
zombie gut-buslers. 




THE MAJORETTES 


1987/93 m/d: Bill Hinzman 
Considering this routine, low-rent 
slasher film was produced, written 
and directed by two distinguished 
alumni from NIGHT OF THE 
LIVING DF-AD, it would have to be 
considered a major and resounding 
disappointment. It’s nothing more 
than a by-lbe-numbers s1alk-n’- 
slasher, filmed as if stufi like PROM 
NIGHT, HELL NIGHT, GRADUA- 
TION DAY, et .al. had never ever 
been made. The plot is strictly entry 
level, teen bimbo basics: airhead 
baton twirlcrs preyed upon by knilB' 


THE MANHUNTER 




1980/86 m/d: Clifford Brown 
Instantly forgettable Italian/Spanish 
bogosity has blonde sex bomb kid- 
napped by hoods and then lost in the 
“cannibal -infested” jungles. Good 
advice for director and crew. 

MANIAC ds 

1981/88 m/d; William Luslig 
Reprehensible snul'f lil'n made by 
former pornogfaphers: this relent- 
lessly sleazy, inisogynistic slasher 

, even alicniUcil llic liardmre runs. N,i 

baton twirlcrs preyed upon by kniie- j-usnciise or drama, Just hits oi 
wedding psycho in army fatigues. j,reaseball “plot” and lingering scenes 
He’s got a big sawtoothed survival murder. Superior 

knife; the girls have got big hooters, by Tom Savitii, but he 

stupid boyfriends and shit for brains, tjic completed filin. The low 

Russo and Hinzman should be sent , seustm ol low 

to the principal’s office lor a good 

spanking. 


MANIAC 

COP 

\i\Niu rt)i’ 

I 'J,s • Ss i\i .i W ilh.uu I Hsf ly. 

II U'l'kuif' U)i ii K'HhI .k'lu'ii 

iU'lU'l, \i'll kUll'l MMIIv fiv' wionn 
\Mlli ihis liliu llic .K'lun\ M-'oin's au' 
wi’ll tilnukl il I’onlains ouo ol ihc 
I'osl van viash stnnls i'w \ol soon. 
\ inamao stalks llio sliools A inamao 
\\oaim,« a o\'i' uiulomi. Ho kiUs 
sovoial unuvoni I'fci’lo t'oloto llio 
['I'lioo slail to };ot woinoil, I'ooauso 
lio’s oaiism)! an innnoiiso aniinint ot 
viistuisl ik'hvoon (tiomsolvos aiui Iho 
piil'lio t,''no xk'uno, o»’p is shut in Iho 
luMvl allot a oivilian in a oai itois 
wouukl aiiil I'vills a ^’.nH on hmi, 
soaio<! ho mij'.ht ho llio main.io'l Ihii 
thoio's laMlunn Ilio\ oan vlo. hooaiisi' 
itioN liavo no loads I vontuallv. tho 
atiosi ono ol' ihon oHiooi-s (,Biik' 0 
ranipholl ot lA'll HI .\l> Umol on 
siispioion altoi Ins wilo is killod 
I'ampholl's lowi. whom ho was with 
v'lv (ho nu'.ht ot' (ho imiuioi (.1 ainono 
1 aiuiv'iH, hol('s ('atni’holi osoapo 
lioni a I’ohoo stadou that is hom.n 
nashod I'hKMlN A VOl^siv lo hy tho 
loal inamao. an inuload o\ hoio oop 
hiKoi al Iho was ho lias hooiv tioaiod 
hv tho inavot and tho polioo doi'inl 
inonl I'ampholl and lainlonsot out 
lo oloai (,'ampholl's nanio, makuiit 
loi a hinhh waloliahlo film. Vloulv 
ot aolion .iml oiunij^h violonl stah 
hiiiiis, shootiuijs, slashmus, olo , to 
'.nish nou'lionnds (HKd 

iin M\Niun’ ^ 

99 “V 

l‘> '.s ■ lisi i\i \\ illiaiu IhuUoi 
tin- MidKol on Voui Ha>k fdiu ol 
iho di'uhlo >lo>ado Susan Sliashoni 
lias (ho loins ol an anoirnl dw.nl 
modiomo man fiiowni); lioin .a 
iHisiiilo on hoi nook and onhsts iho 


11.1 ol m\s(i,s. villi', 0, no ,uul liuhaii 
shamans lo iid hoivoli ,i| iho lov 
M-n.' luvloado, l.nn I'lnlis. 
Mk'liaol Aiisaui, Uuiy.ovs Moio.hlh 
and Slolla Sioions i.nn ui (In' lun 
whioh ihmaKos m a llollhonl loi 
Ihl.iihi Imalo I'.naianlood lo mako 
voin law diop I'uooloi (liullot 
was laU'i killovl in a hohoi'pioi 
oiash and iinloilinialoh iinahlo in 
holm MANIHU' ’ HACK ,\(i.-VlN, 

MAKOI IIKASMASSAI RI 

h'Sd d JaokWols 
Kiliial killings and Imman saoid'ioos 
aio nu'oslinalod l'\ two ol' ilio 
slU[>uiosi jiohoo kloU'vlivos von'io 
ovoi llkoK lo fiiid. I'hoap ol'I'ools aio 
lopoalod ovoi and ovoi. h'oi oiilty- 
lovol Imuums oiih , 


MkKllN ^ 

10 ‘S.os and (.looij;o Kv'inoio 
IhiHumt. lumisli tali' ol a psyoho- 
soMiallv distianidit kul iJohn 
Amplas'l who mav oi nia\ iiol ho a 
vampiio roiiodatuu', ohaiaotn siiidy 
with hoaulli'ullv simoal. livpnntio 
tlashhaok soqnonoos. I'om Saviiii 
piovidos a low noi\ h'\ and plavs a 
lul pait, as doos Mt and Mis. 
(riuisluio h'onosO K«'mou' A 
pvswoil'iil. oompolhiii; I'llm, masloi- 
(nllv dnooU'd. Most ooilauiK ono ot 
Romoio's hi’st 


M \SSAt Kl IN OlNONAl'K 
^ .'VI 1 1 -s 

99 W 

loftn ')S m «l Miohaol I oimok 
I'aloonloK'nisis mvoKosI in a K'ssil 
soaioh vloop wiMun a loihiddou aioa 
onoounfot ooiinpt si, no iiadot^s and 
ins'osl s'tl Vma.’Oinans I’ov'ih 
diihhod impoithas nodmosams hm, 
msloavl, snhsiitiilo.s >o\, imdiu, 
pii.mha .niaoks, ^piioksand. oamn 
hahsm and hlowdaii doailis in an 
anompi to duoit voui .lUonnon 



MAUSOLEUM 

MAUSOLEUM ^ 

99 ^ 

1983/96 m/d; Michael Dugan 
High fashion type gets possessed and 
turns really rubbery and ugly in this 
mindless gorefest that features 
snarling, slobbering killer tits that 
bite! Really! 




MAXIMUM OVERDRIVE 


1986/97 m/d; Stephen King 
After a very promising opening se- 
quence, King’s directorial debut 
rapidly runs out of gas and starts 
grinding its gears before it’s half 
over. Trucks and machines come to 
life and hold some people hostage 
at the Dixie Boy Diner. The gore 
effects were drastically trimmed to 
MPAA standards to overcome its 
initial “X” rating. King admits he 
made a “moron movie" that might 
become the ’80’s answer to PLAN 9 
FROM OUTER SPACE. 


THE MEATEATER 


1978/ d; Derek Savage 
Lowbrow, low-budget variation on 
THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA. 




Fire-scarred, rat-eating old fuck(ATch 
Joboulian), obsessed with movie star 
lean Harlow, haunts an abandoned 
movie theatre, A family of new 


owners take over, promising the 
reopened cinema “will play nothine 
stronger than a ‘G’ " while unaware 
they are housing a flesheating mon- 
ster. Though tJic title and insistent 
dwelling upon the eating of meat 
(sausages, shm jims, hotdogs, etc ) 
and graphic footage in the nature 
film the theatre shows suggests canni- 
balism, this is never explicitly shown 
Sliglit story, a geeky cast of charac- 
ters (including “Lt. Wombat" and 
‘TVlr. Knuckle”), uninspired (but 
occasionally effective) direction and 
the use of film clips and some gory 
makeup by Steve Neill make this a 
passable timewaster. (SB) 


MIDNIGHT 

99 0 

1981/94 m/d; John Russo 
Cull kidnaps hitchhikers and run- 
aways for Satanic rituals in this 
rather nondescript directorial debut 
from the co-writer of NIGHT OF 
THE LIVING DEAD. Tom Savini’s 
surprisingly unexceptional effects 
work is on screen for about eight 
seconds. Watch closely. Incredibly 
lame soundtrack adds further punish- 
ment. Big letdown for genre fanciers. 


MINDKILLER jw. 

99 V 

1988/86 ra/d: Michael Krueger 
Lightweight entry can’t really decide 
if it’s a comedy, a relationship film, 
or a splatter movie. Because the 
film’s rated PC-13, it’s obvious the 
makers have chosen the former. 
Library nerd discovers lost manu- 
script about mind control and uses it 
to. ..you hetcha!...try and get laid, 
what else? Lot.s of talking follows 
until later on the twit’s hypered-up 
brain bursts out of his head and 
assumes a life of its own. The 
cable-contiollcd, reasonably sopliis- 
ticated creature looks okay, bul it ,s 
far from scary. An FX-laden climax 
nearly saves the day. 


MIRROR OF DEATH 

9t ^ 

1987/90 m/d: Der>'n Warren 
Competently made and earnestly per- 
fonned. but vapid and completely 
derivative thriller about possession 
and demon-infested mirrors. Self- 
loatliing, guilt-ridden, boyfriend bat- 
tered Sara (Julie Merrill) finds a 
Haitian voodoo handbook in her 
sister’s apartment and performs a 
candle-lit ritual before a mirror, be- 
coming beautiful once she’s pos- 
sessed by the succubus Sura. Ini- 
tially interesting, but quickly 
becomes repetitive and soft posscs- 
sion/sex/gore item. Slick but empty, 
despite the efforts of all involved, 
the story is hopelessly stupid and 
transparent, screwing 'em from the 
start- (SB) 


MONGREL „ 

’* # 

1983/88 m/d: Bob Burns 
Yeh, sure, the trailer for this mutt 
looked okay (cannily inserted in my 
copy of DOCTOR BUTCHER, M.D.) 
but that’s about it. See review of 
MONSTER DOG, Eliminate the 
Alice Cooper reference. 


AiONKEY 

SHINES 


MONKEYSHINES. 

AN EXPERIMENT IN FEAR ^ 
999i ^ 

1988/1 15 m/d: George Romero 
Taut, suspenseful, supremely con- 
trolled work is certainly ajnong 
Romero’s finest efforts. Audiences 
didn’t think so, though, and the film 
sank like a stone at the box office 
despite garnering fistsful of glowing 
reviews by the nation’s press. Not 
enough zombies for the kids, I guess. 
A quadriplegic is horrified to dis- 


cover that a genetically-altered capu- 
chin monkey, given him as a help- 
mate. is beginning to murder his 
friends, Apparently establishing a 
psychic link of some kind, the little 
Iteaslie is responding to its mister’s 
deep-seated, homicidal tendencies 
toward tliose who have wronged him. 
Creepily-charged atmosphere really 
gets beneath your skin and rattles 
your nerve endings. Outstanding 
performances, including a capricious 
and endearing turn by the little 
furrball who develops a “crush” on 
her master. Unlikely and upbeat 
finale was substituted at the last 
minute after preview audiences re- 
sponded negatively to Romero’s 
typically grim and ironic climax. 


MONSTER DOG ^ 

1986/88 m/d: Clyde Anderson 
Title tells aU. With Alice Cooper. 
Fuck it. 


MONSTER IN THE CLOSET 

994 ^ 

1987/100 m/d: Bob Dalilin 
Good-natured creature feature has 
titular beast hounded by cops, news- 
papermen, biology teachers, Nobel 
prizewinners and the Army trying to 
unravel a series of quirky, closet 
kUlings plaguing tlie San Francisco 
area. Played more for laughs than 
frights, the film displays an unusually 
wholesome attitude for a “Troma 
Team” release. (Fuckin’ A, pard,’ 
it’s rated PG!) Promo material 
promised “a unique movie experi- 
ence the whole family will enjoy.” 
Suiptisingly loaded with familiar 
faces like Howard Duff. Claude 
Akins, Stella Stevens, Henry Gibson, 
Paul Dooley and, ..natch.' John 
Carradine. A gentle hoot. 

MONSTER SQUAD 

999 

1987/81 m/d: Fred Dckker 
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MOKTUAKY 


WliiiJiMcal, :inacli<>ii;ile, tliinigh sunti- 
iiicnliili/.c<i. utory uniios tlic olt! 

1 Inivcisal tiiDtistcr linuup nf I'raiiken- 
slciii. Diatiila, 'Hie Muiiiiny imd The 
(lill Man anil pits them some 

preliy ilarii cute kids who iiiusi save 
the woild (rom an cncroacliinK evil. 
Direclor Dokkei, wlio’s fre<|uently 
dfi/,zliii}i;, spiiilcd NKiliT Ol- 'llllr: 
f'KIvHI’S was an impressive, selt- 
assiircd dehiil, liirns litre to calmer 
wiilcrs, far more interested in kids 
tliaii creatures, IlmiihJi sometimes 
eloyjriRly sweet, the dim remains 
hipjily crijoyahle and serves as a 
lioiirtwamiiny, tribute ui llic memo- 
ries of chilrlliood: the friendships, 
loyalties, the fears and the dreams. 
And, of course, to the monsters, 
mijtnmics and bloodsuckers of old 
who’vc all been at least partially 
ruspotisible for llie very words you 
arc now rciidin|4. 




1083/00 Uuward Avedis 
Cniinmy f'lioMopher Gcoi^’.c vehicle 
with subpar effects and teenage pin- 
licads In disiress, 'fhc previews for 
tills inane, shitheailcd movie con- 
tained scones not even in the moviel 
They lied to me. I'lick 'em. 

MOTIiLllhiLL ^ 

©«« ^ 

1080/02 m/d; Kevin Connor 
Misfired horror/comedy detailing 
antics of a curious, backwoods 
barbeque oullll who market a 
strange new product, Farmer 
Vinceril’.s Meats. Not very funny nor 
very scary; it dues liave good pro- 
duction values and a bravura 
chainsaw tight with Rory Calhoun 
rcspicndoiil in severed pig’s head and 
overalls. 


Do You Dare Face the Dawn 
and the Day...Together At Last! 


IIIUDCHBV PHONE 





MOTHER'S DAY ^ 

i3r 

171/3; Charles Kaufman 
Vicious little black comedy has 
backwoods cretins kidnapping 
women campers and torturing them 
to their mother’s amusement. Tliese 
two gap-toothed assbites are con- 
stantly arguing about the merits of 
punk and disco music, all amidst a 
grand clutter of junk food, breakfast 
cereals and conspicuously placed 
name brand products. The girls get 
beat up and raped but get back by 
making the dopes gargle Drano. Out- 
rageously sick material, slightly 
relieved by a really wacked-out sense 
of humor and broadly overplayed 
character bits. 


MOUNTAINTOP MOTEL 

MASSACRE 

99 « 




1983/95 m/d: Jim McCullough 
Surprisingly entertaining, weli- 
crafted slasher has woman emerging 
from an asylum, only to return to 
her murderous ways when the 
tenants of her hideaway motel begin 
to ruffle her rancor. Stylish, atmos- 
pheric camera work, good acting ami 
a few unexpected twists. Not great 
art, but fun just the same. 


MOVIE HOUSE MASSACRE 




1984/80 Ill/d: Alice Raley 
Lamentable bit of genre flotsam that 
will certainly do nothing to enhance 
the plummeting career of its star, 
Mary Woronov (ROCK ’N’ ROLL 
HIGH SCHOOL, EATING RAOUL, 
etc.). This minimalist, micro-bud- 
geted, dim-witted film is best des- 
cribed in the words of one of the 
bimbo usherettes who blubbers, 
“What kind of joke is this?” Indeed. 


MS. 4S 

(aka ANGEL OF VENGEANCE) 

e««« 


I980i84 m/d; Abel Ferrara 
Mute garment worker is raped twice 
in the same day (once by director 
Ferrara in mask), kills one witli her 
iron and then proceeds to blow the 
balls off a bunch of other deserving 
male pigoids in this quirky, exhila- 
rating revenge thriller. Far more 
inventive and satisfying tliaii any of 
the DEATH WISH films. Sexy Zee 
Tamerlis was only seventeen and her 
screen debut is filled with smoldering 
intensity and heart-rending pathos. 
Director Ferrara also directed the 
cult fave DRILLER KILLER as well 
as FEAR CITY. 

MURDER BY PHONE (aka BELLS) 
99t ^ 

1981/79 m/d; Michael .Anderson 
People are being blown out of high- 
rises when they answer the phone 
and get an earful of liigh frequency 
signals. Fast-paced and competent 
little thriller. 


MUTANT 

9 




1983/100 m/d: John “Bud” Cardos 
Small midwestern town is menaced 
by bloodthirsty zombie mutants who 
have been contaminated by a toxic 
waste spill. These are blue-faced 
zombies to boot, who do nothing 
more than lunge at people with out- 
stretched arms. The only other prob- 
lem with the film is that NOTHING 
ever happens. Am I being too 
severe? Too demanding? Looking 
too deep? 


THE MUTILATOR 
(aka FALL BREAK) 

99 w 

1984/86 m/d; Buddy Coopei 
You know you’re in trouble when a 
bunch of adolescent assbites pile 
into a convertible duiiiig vacation 
and a punchy, plastic pop song 
brays. “We’re going on a. ..Fall 
Break! Yeh!” Oh, my. trouble 

indeed, and it’s before tlie credits 
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I, line "11. I""' \i'"lhoi "I lli"si' 
llu•K•^^ li'i'iiKill i-K'iU". willi vfiv 

Inii't rHocis. v\"iK bv M.iiK 
Sliu\ii"iii 

Nn in (K)i>v \ Ai I N UNI 
99 W 

I'l.s 1/41 iii/it (.H'oiiii’ Mtliiilk;i 
(’.MiiiJi.in iluilli-i iiviuf, i" "•iJi't 

llu' SIKVOSS "I ll.MlOWin'N iimi 

nil'. ' 'I'll WHS olUvIivi'lv 
I'y ll"' cc-nsois wli" iliiisti 
vnllv liliimifil Ilk- ti'iiv pk'kiiK 
miiulL'is in "i.ln lo i-oii'lv il wllli mo 
"R" iHliiin. A vi'iinoliil iiHiK'i cuts 
.ml ilk' lu'iuls "(' liis vk'lims niki 
niiiils llu’iii I" 111 w;iin llu' 

lowiisiipoplo lU'vc'i 1" I'olil iiiu'tlk'i 
Viiloiil toe's iliiiu'i'...evt'r Slick I'u' 
iluclii'H viiloos lelleci sliuil" 

liniiiu'inp, bill il 's llu- s;iiiio "lil teens 
ui-i'eiil seeioiit". 

NAll.liUNMASSACRI' 

® ‘Wr 

I'lK.S/'ll) m/ii: 1 eslie/l.nlloii 
Al'lei yel iinolliei imoi hiss is s;iv- 
ii^ely I'.onu iniH’d liy leeiinn coii 
sliik'Itoii wi'ikeis, 11 wiseeiiicktoh’, 
lielmeteil nveiinei willi ii syiilhesi/eil 
voice heniiis In even I lie scoie liy luiil 
li.iiiiiiiiin ilie y, Hilly. Ibe sell ileine 

cHling, bo/,o linmoi works some ol 
the lime; hiil il still lejives iiluml '/(' 
iiimiites woilli ol' loiisy octtnu. sub 
li;ii I'X woik iiiul loiimil:! iilollmy, 
lo chew lliioiii’ji. t'oiluecloi 
I'eiiy lolloii imives hiiiisell lo be 
(|iilu> il leiuilssiinee imio us lie siiiyje 
liiiiuleillv wiolo the sciipl, pioibiceil 
il , iliil llie (nol so) speciiil el lects. iis 
well us beiiiji the lieiul sliiiit mini 
llupe Ihe Huy iliiln’l ipiil bis iliiv iob. 


Iboiisoii, loo bei Imsl'.iiiil, l.ilbei. 
.ANO iiiolbei .lie beulcii .iinl imii 
lieu'll -iiul ibeii she's j'.unn iiipeil. She 
pels even m .ill soils ol siiilubiv yoiv 
wiivs, inclikbni.' ieheviii(i; one t;iiv ol 
Ills ol'leinllnn mule meinbei in u 
scene siiie to itvul Ihe peekei pmiisli 
menl ineleil oul in Ibe b.ithlob 
Jinmn I Si’l l ON VOl HU IKAVb. 

NAHIKAI INIMII'S 


NAKl 1) VI NCI ANCI 




I'iSV ll J Mutniiui 
I'lell V I’Xi linii; leinnle UrA'l'Il WISH 
polbollei, imieli bellei llnni vom 
.ivetiipe iiipe/ievenne sceiiinio This 
Imly bus ll lois loiieliei ihun ('h.iiles 


l'>/'>/10U m/ll -lell Kuiievv 
Inieiesimi’, lileu ubonl ii in.in Olul 
1 lolbiook) who. ui'ou uwukeinnn one 
mmninn ilectdes lo kill Ins ciiiiie 
I'iimilv. llnloilnnulelv, limn Iheie 
H's UXl mimiles ol' viilnully nonslop 
liilktnn beails, Ihounh the only 
poinn'iil diiiloKiie comes belweeii 
Holbiook .ind old I'nend .lose I'eiiei 
llolbuiok's wile is phiyed by I milse 
I'leUhei (she's .i depiessive who's 
y.one lliiouyh shock ireiilineiil ). iind 
he supplies some inoiose voiceovei 
inniiillon lhioiii.'Jioiii ihe lilm. I'hls 
lulkiilboii III. so leulmcs l''ll/,;ibeth 
(I'tlNItonSb', SMOOni IAI 
lleniilne, billed heie us lletli lleiildne. 
As the d.iii)',hlei, she's In ihiee splil 
second ciils. An niiiif'.iniH', iileu willi 
iiovvliete lo y,"- l‘''vc vcuis luler, 
K.iiiew dill ,1 coiiipleie h'O ile|.',iec 
Imii .mil iinido Kb'VrNCl Ol lllb 
NIROS 

NIAK OAKK .- 

|'>S;/4-l m/ll. kuthivn Ihnelovv 
Slylush viimplie Weslein sliiis ii liio 
ol AI ll'NS' veleiiins (1 iince llcmlk 
sen, .leiielle (.lohlsleni iind bill 
I'uMoiO US oiilluw blooilsnekers who 
eiinse Ihe Smilhwesl In seuicli ol 
iiieelons bodilv llnl.ls ll's ^ol some 
knoekoiil iiclloii seipionees uiul lush 
ml diieclioii lull diiecloi llinelow's 
jnpioiu'li i.s lieiiiieiillv min'd in 
,uis\' I'lelense inul bombuslle leveliv 
jti,, ..miinn 01 llie lihn. lUliiiinr! 
some diildoiis viiinplie iesn.scil.il ion 
leelnilmii"., leullv cops mil on von 



Universally drooled over by genre 
wags who nearly choked on their 
hyperboles. 



! 98 7/77 m/d : Bruce Hickey 
Psycliic slut suckles six on Satan's 
spunk! Yep, a 300-year-oId Dutch 
witch is reincarnated as an ugly punk 
motorcyclist with a shitty haircut 
and too much eye makeup and grows 
six tits to feed her minions! I kid 
you not. Her psychic powers make 
people do bad things to themselves 
or one another, then gooey shit 
oozes out of their heads and she 
licks it up. Well, you can’t blame 
this clunker for not trying. Satan’s 
psychic sluttess is played by the 
talent-barren LeeAime Baker, who 
can neither act, dance nor ever 
appear even slightly menacing. Plenty 
of raggedy-assed FX work by Ed 
French and lots of ugly, ridiculous 
people making asses of themselves. 
A real triumph 

NEKROMANTIK _ 

9999 © 

1987/73 m/d: Jorg Bultgereit 
Director Jorg Buttgereit called this 
film “corpse-fucking art.” Add a few 
words like “perverse,” “stomach- 
churning,” and “taboo-trashing” and 
you will have a clearer idea about 
this piece of sick celluloid. One of 
the first scenes shows us the ' 
charming siglit of a woman who has 
been cut in two in a car crash, whilst 
her male companion lies in the. 
wreckage with his eye decorating his 
cheek. Enter Rob (Daktari Lorenz) 
onto the accident scene. He works 
with a firm called Joe’s Street-,, 
cleaning Agency, who clean up after ) 
the scene of accidents (a sort of 
mobile mortuary). Joe steals die 
boyfriend’s eye and takes it borne to 
put in a jar to delight his wife Betty 
(Beatrice M). Roh keeps jars of 
‘'ornialddiyde containing longues, 


fetuses, eyes, etc. and Betty bathes 
in water contaminated by blood. 
But it is only when Rob gets the 
opportunity to steal a corpse that 
died in an accident that things begin 
to really get out of hand. He takes 
the corpse home (much to Betty’s 
delight) and then takes it to bed with 
his wife and himself, covering the 
end of a broom with a condom to 
substitute for a penis. His wife 
begins to make love regularly to the 
corpse, reading to it in her bed when 
it isn’t hung up on the wall. When 
Rob is fired from his job, Betty 
takes this as the last straw and runs 
off with the corpse (telling Rob she 
doesn’t want to waste the rest ofher 
life with him!), which turns Rob 
into a frustrated necrophiliac with 
no sexual outlet. Rob realizes he 
cannot live without Betty and, after 
taking a bath in which he substi- 
tutes animal intestines for soap, 
decides to offhimself in away which 
will stick in your mind long after the 
credits roll. Sec this film. This is 
hard-core stuff, indeed. And, if you 
are Britisli (like me), you can pretty 
much forget about seeing this film 
ever, let alone in a cut version. 
You know why. (GR) 



■987/88 in/d: Terence Winkless 
fUpping good roach-on-the-rampage 
yarn from Roger Corman’s Concorde 
Pictures. Colorful characters, good 
cast, witty dialog, plenty of moist 
moments and bugs!. ..bugs!. ..bugs! 
Genelically-allcrcd mutant roach 
hybrids threaten an island commu- 



EIN FILM QBER DIE UEBE ZUM MENSCHEN 
UND WAS VON IHM OBRIG BLEIBT 
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nity and chew their way right into 
your heart. Features a delightfully 
dizzy, mad lady researcher who 
becomes sexually aroused when the 
bugs start biting and a cool, existen- 
tial exterminator named Homer. 
Robert CEMPIRE OF THE ANTSj 
Lansing turns into a big bug and 
tries to eat his daughter at the end 
as the nine-foot-tall Queen roach 
rallies her minions for an all-out 
assault on the island, incredible. 
And I mean it. 


THE NESTING ^ 

1980/104 m/d; Aimand Weston 
Tidy little haunted brothel thriUer 
has its moments. Be patient and 
give it half a chance. 

NEW YEAR’S EVIL ^ 

1980/90 m/d: Emmett Alston 
.Mental case vows to kill once an 
hour fin each time zone, see?) while 
a punk rock New Year’s Eve party 


rages in the background. Reasonably 
suspenseful, contains a few surprises 
and a tricky little ending. The punk 
setting, weirdo characters and peppy 
music give this one a slight edge over 
tlie usual stuff. Okay by me. 

THE NEWLYDEADS _ 

1987/84 m/d: Joseph Merhi 
Yet another genre potboiler from the 
prolific City Li^ts and Joseph 
Merhi-perhaps America’s answer to 
Jess Franco and Joe D’Amato. A 
motel owner kills a transvestite he’s 
propositioned and unleashes a venge- 
ful spirit that seems to keep popping 
up ail over the place and offing the 
young rulters ensconsed at the 
"Newlywed Lodge.” Plenty of bad 
acting and busty bimbos shot in lin- 
gering, loving close-up whenever they 
are nekkid. Flat, lifeless stuff, occa- 
sionally made bearable by a few 
squishy FX sequences. 

NEXT OF KIN 

1982/90 m/d; Tony Williams 
Linda is bequeathed an old folks’ 
home by her mother and when she 
moves in. ..people begin dying. This 
tedious, pretentious, artsy-fartsy talk 
fest features numerous suspenseful 
build-ups but no payoff. Tilings pick 
up ever so briefly at the climax with 
a decent enough action sequence 
capped by a double-barreled shotgun 
blast to theheadalaMANIAC. You 
probably won’t actually see it at 
first, but the noise should wake you 
in time for a fast rewind. 

NIGHT OF THE COMET ^ 

1984/94 m/d: Thom Eberhardt 
A high school cheerleader, her sister 
and some jive-ass. macho truck driver 
are among the few survivors when 
the earth passes thrnugJi a comet’s 
tail during one of the cheapest and 
shortest apocalypses ever ^mpsed. 
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I nen. 


, incy must battle a terrifying 
horde of three (count -em!) cannibal 
coirret zombies. Tills film strains so 
very hard to be hip, funny, and not 
too disgusting, that it almost hurts 
Continuous teen chatter and an 
irritating disco soundtrack add 
further insuit to injury. 


NIGHT OF THE CREEPS 

999 ^ 

1986/89 m/d: Fred Dekker 
Refreshingly funny, hip little film 
which features alien sluggettes, daffy 
axe-murdering zombies, exploding 
heads, a keen wit and characters by 
the names of Cronenberg, Craven, 
Hooper and Romero. A kind of 
ROCK ’N’ ROLL HIGH SCHOOL 
meets NIGHT OF THE LIVING 
DEAD, Novice director Dekker 
shows some real flair here as well as 
a savvy know-how of exploitation 
filmmaking. Fun stuff. Nice work, 
Fred, and welcome aboard. 


NIGHT OF THE DEMON 

99 « 

1983/82 in 
Anthropologists, tracking a bigfoot 
creature, get splattered in this 
zestfully gory amateur monster pic. 
Ever see a guy get Iris dick torn off 
by a pissed-off yeti or see entrails 
used as a deadly weapon? Enjoy, but 
have your sense of disbelief on hold 
when the monster finally arrives. 
Okay? 


NIGHT OF THE DEMONS _ 

99 « 

1988/90 m/d: Kevin S. Tenney 
Teens party at a possessed house. 
They get down, dirty and die. Stan- 
dard fare handled with some verve by 
director Tenney whose previous 
feature was the similarly-themed 
WITCHBOARD. Steve Johnson con- 
tributes some fairly sophisticated FX 
work including one terrific scene 



involving Linnea Quigley’s left nipple 
and a tube of lipstick. As far as teen- 
twits-in-a-haunted-house fiims go , 
you could do lots worse than this 
one. Lots worse. 


not worth the trouble. You 11 hate 
yourself if you do see it, believe me. 

NIGHT SCHOOL ^ 

99 

1981/88 nt/d: Ken Hughes 
Helmeted mystery motorcyclist de- 
capitates women students at the local 
college in this fairly routine slasher. 
Stay with it, though, there’s a few 
good surprises in the final act. 

NIGHT TRAIN TO TERROR ^ 

999 W 

1985/98 m/d: Jay Schlossberg-Cohen 
Here’s a nice surprise, an anthology 
film that works. These are half-hour 
seements cut from feature-length 
movies (see NIGHTMARE NEVER 
ENDS) so they look unusually lush 
and robust. Unexpectedly gory dis- 
niemberments, amateur heart surgery 
and organ munching. Woof! Woof! 


NIGHT WARNING 


NIGHT OF THE STRANGLER 




1981/88 m/d: Joy Houck 
The presence of former Circus B y 
md former Monkey, Mickey Dolenz, 
is about the only unstable reason tor 
seeing this rock-boltora, routine 
strangulation sit-com. Consider 
yourself warned. 

NIGHT OF THE ZOMBIES 

(aka ZOMBIE CREEPING FLESH 

and CANNIBAL VIRUS ) ^ 

1983/99 m/d: Vincent Dawn 

Vapid, puerile tale of cannibalism 
and toxic chemical contamination, 
this unredeemable Italian import is 
liberally padded with scratchy, stock 
travelogue footage. This wretched, 
boneheaded mess really dares you to 
stay ’til the end. Obligatory zombie 
mayhem, including gut munching. 

disembowelments and gunshots to 

the head, but definitely, absolutely 


l98'7/96 m/d: William Asher 

Forricri^ fflled BUTCHER BAKER 

NIGHTMARE MAKE.R and honored 
by the Academy of Sci-Fi & Horror 
as Best Picture, this is not a rou Une 
slasher film by any means. Suftused 
with weird, homo-erotic leamngs ar^d 
hints of forbidden passions, this 
rather exciting and ^ 

a definite plus for knife-kiH pictures. 
And, oh, what a car crash scene at 
the beginning! Higlily recommended. 


NIGHTBEAST 


1083 / 81 m/d: Don Dohler 

Ultra-cheapy production 
bloodthirsty alien of 

East Coast town by 

backyard schlock. Don King 

Amateurs” Doliler. A laugher. 

nightflyers 

WS7/89 m/d: T- C. Blake (Do I 

smell a pseudonym?) 



BaseJ on ihc book by George R. R. 
Marlin (a good writer), ihis pruduc 
lion looks like il's passed through 
half a dozer producers and even 
more editing rooms. (Catherine 
Mary (NIGHT OF THE COMET) 
Stewart and Lisa BlounI are on a 
spaceship which wants to kill its 
human passengers. The sets are nice 
and they try hard with the photo- 
graphy and visuals (excluding those 
phony optical FX, wliich I almost 
always hate), but the pace and dia- 
logue are slow and boring. A mess. 

(KG) 


NIGHTMARE ^ 


1981/97 m/d: Romano Scavolini 
Kid kills his father and his mom with 
an axe, gets institutionalized and fed 
anti-psychotic drugs; but years later, 
a series of vicious, recurring night- 
mares make him kill again. Very 
graphic bloodletting, much mayhem 
with pickaxes, guns, knives and the 
like. For the most tolerant splatter 
fans only. 


NIGHTMARE NEVER ENDS 
(aka CATACLYSM) 

904 


0 


1980/ 

Really hard-to-foUow hodgepodge of 
death camps, Nazis, the birth of the 
anti-Christ and assorted other loose 
ends which, nonetheless, didn’t deter 
the Academy of Sci-Fi and Horror 
from awarding this one of their 
Best Picture trophies. It’s a film 
lhat’s really scattered ' all over the 
place. Your humble reviewer suggests 
you check out ihc 30-ininutc 
abridged version appearing as Pai l 3 
of Ihc anthology in NIGHT TRAIN 
TO 1 ERROR, 


A NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 
9999 

1984/92 m/d; Wes Craven 
Violent, gory, surreal thriller that 
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contains some extreme, nightmarish 
images and unsettling sound effects, 
A vicious child killer, burned alive by 
tale parents some 20 years ago, re- 
turns in the dreams of the nei^ibor- 
hood kids with the power to kill 
them before they wake up. Striking 
mechanical effects, great makeup, 
urst-rate acting and about 350 
gallons of stage blood make this film 
a very compelling treat for the con- 
scientious horror aficionado. This 
one’s so hip it even has a character 
watching THE EVIL DEAD on her 
VCR before bedtime, too. From the 
director of LAST HOUSE ON THE 
LEFT and THE HILLS HAVE EYES. 


NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 2: 
FREDDY’S REVENGE 
99 

1985/84 m/d; Jack Sholder 
Out-of-comrol sequel almost 
manages to trash our beloved Freddy 
Krueger by making him appear as 
just another psycho slayer. Unneces- 
sarily spectacular effects manage to 
at least divert your attention from 
the fact they’ve copped their ending 
from ALTERED STATES. You 
know. ..“love conquers all, defeats all 
evil, etc.” By far, the weakest of the 
Freddy films. 

A NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 
PARTS: THE DREAM WARRIORS 
999 ^ 

1987/96 m/d: Chuck Russel 
Razzle-dazzle effects heavy sequel 
contains a few real scares and makes 
an attempt to return to the spirit of 
the original classic. Heather Langen- 
camp reprises her role as Nancy in a 
rather unconvincing portrayal of a 
mature, resourceful psychologist 
leading the “dream warriors” into 
battle against Freddy. A few loose 
ends here and there which i.s usually 
the case when four writers are in- 
volved witli the script (including 


Wes Craven) Noncltieless, a very tl'cy come. I'irsI on-screcii death 
worthy follow-up to the best horror ‘luf- to snimut- girl’s parities may 
_r i-.r.v /tffi/'p nf roisc your hopes tor awhile, but 1 

senes around. Boffo box olhee ol 


close to S25 million. 



NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 4; 
THE DREAM MASTER ^ 

1988/93 m/d: Rcnny Hanin 
Wes Craven’s brilliantly original, 
frifditening visage of child-killer 
Freddy Krueger has given way to a 
wisecracking, ultra-hip jokester who 
now simply performs master of 
ceremonies’ duties during various and 
extravagant FX blow-outs. Freddy’s 
no longer scary. Not even close. He's 
over-exposed, under-written, homog- 
enized and franchised right out of 
the fear market. Fieddy’s become 
the Big Mac of Massacreville. The 
Kal Freddy Krueger died when Wes 
Craven pulled out of the series. What 
we’ve got left is a higltly -stylized, 
wise-assed marionette whose strings 
arc pulled by greedy puppeteers in 
marketing, public relations and dis- 
tribution. After all. this is the United 
Stages of Advertising and Krueger 
County collected a wiiopping $45 
million at the domestic box office 
this time around. Child molester and 
kid killer turned cult superstar and 
media darling. Shee-ish. Wiatnext? 

NIGHTMARE WEEKEND 

1985/88 m/d: H. Sala 
Tiiree brainless coozes spend a 
weekend al an invenUu's house 
who’s been dabbling in personality 
altering experiments, assisted by a 
liand puppet with green hair and 
nose, named “George” (who, itici- 
dcnially, is eoinpuier literate). 
Beyond belief, this one is as had as 


NIGHTMARES 




1983/99 m/d; Joseph Sargent 
Made-for-TV thriller had a few scenes 
of violence added, received an "R” 
rating and was released theatrically 
amidst a big-budget ad campaign to a 
totally uiisuspecling audience. Con- 
tains four episodes ranging from 
acceptable to utterly ridiculous; but 
all are presented with the same im- 
print of television mentality. 


# 


976 EVIL 

(aka HORRORSCOPE) 

99 

1988/93 m/d: Robert Englund 
(Freddy the K!) 

Obnoxious wimp Hoax (Stephen 
Geoffreys of FRIGHT NIGHT) is 
jealous of his cousin Spike (Patrick 
O’Bryan) who rides a Harley motor- 
cycle and has a beautiful girlfriend 
Suzie (Lezlie Deane). So, Hoax 
phones a “horrorscopc” phone line 
and is soon embraced by the powers 
of evil, which give him the chance ol 
revenge on his overbearing, religious 
fanatic mother, a gang called the 
Barracudas who pick on him at 
every turn and Spike himself. Soon, 
Hoax grows long fingernails (don t 
ask where you’ve heard tliat one 
before) and is slashing up gang mem- 
bers and making Freddy-like one- 
liner witticisms. The last twenty 
minutes of the film feature some 
good I'Xdike liic ground opening up 
to reveal hell), but the rest doesn I 
leally cul it. Nice try. Englund. Ihc 
next time, leave out the Freddy lip- 
oti footage. Iiiih? (GR) 


NOMADS 


tl)/(l. Jnllll Mc-.'lH'Ili: 

Don'l H'l KCllin^’, yoin li()|)rs iij) now 
l(iM (an .HIM' III IIk- iIccc'iMivi; illiixliii- 
liiiii on llii' ])(»slci wliicli allows all 
niaiiiii'i ot (Il-iiioii lyjics ciiicrf;,iii|’ 
Iniiii llu- sky. Hullsliil! I'lKMiinviu’s 
umI iiiinKiils'ati: iu:liially iiKini.’, 

III Icallu-j oiilllls, driving rocklussly 
ar.iuml lowti in u hig, iiieaii ol’ van! 
Yowl TV slai I’iercc BniMiaii ailnpls 
an iirilalingly |>hony |-iuiicli acccnl 
and sliinililus liiioiiiih llie nili: id' an 
aitlliropoliigjsl IjciiiK [iinsuud by 
vitiinns spiiils who Inhabil llic waslc- 
latids ol Ihc world. Maiy Woionov’s 
gyraliiig, sexy, luitiip-n'-i', rind routine 
in an abandoned alley is by Car Ihc 
I'llin's iiiajoi lii{',hiigld . 

OASIS 01' l lll'ZOMUlliS ^ 

A ^ 

l9H2/‘>0 in/d: A. M. Crank 
Boy, il’s Ihese kind oi lilins dial give 
l.ucio I'ulei and llie Italian Caiiiiibal 
/onibie Iiidnslry ii really HADiuiiiie. 
Alrociously clunky import Hem lea- 
lures descil Nii/i /.ombies risiii|.', Crom 
llie (lead, waddliii)’, aroiiiid ami 
clicwing, up a few folk before llnally 
geliiiiK iniriied. JnsI as you’re likely 
lo gel d you see llils plilegui ball ol 
u illni. 

OF UNKNOWN OKKilN ^ 

999 ^ 

lbH4/d() iii/d: (Jeorge Cosiiialu:, 
Young, upwaidly mobile execulive 
has bis wits tesled severely liy a 
'Uiesslnl uiarkeliiig deadline al woik 
and an Inlelligenlly erally, huge lat 
al lionie. Some Heavy-duty scares, 
straiglillorwaid slorylelling and 
ilassy, lani direction An iniex 
(»-e'ed prize. 


arillioliigy since iHe mifintiliatdy 
nia'jcclcd NI(;il'l IKAIN lO'lC.K 
KOR (IdS's). Coipse-hickiiig, ra/or 
caliiiK. Ooiilederalc caimibah and 
lolled zombie bailies arc among llic 
ap|ieli/eis in Hiis vigorously direelcd, 

Cl wicked, sick jiiip ol a lilm. 

('Ill (iiilagei and Cameron Milchcll 
are botli ii'rrilic allhmigli Vinectil 
I’rice and Susan Ty/cll ate wasted in 
llie lilm’s linking piece, (iood, diriy 
I'mi. 

ONF DARK NKiU I ^ 

99 •33 

IUH.Vd4m/d: Tom Mcl,aiighljn 
Bloodless iitile teen Iriglil liliii by 
ihe guy who was inside llie moiisicr 
Slid in I'ROI'IICCY. Airhead girls 
in lilgli school gang involve Ibcin- 
selves in lii-jinks in a mausoleum 
where a “psychic" vamiurc has 
recciilly been iiiierred. I.ots of 
rotled corpses and groovy lecti 

pli'Oicr. 



niliOl 1 SI'RINt. 




I'JK/ too n'd Jell Burr 
Rowdy, taboo- 1 fashing splallei lesi 
that Is easily llie best low-lmdgei 


rOH7/l IH in/d. Dario Aigeiilo 
‘Ibis typically ollbeal llinllcr ccnirc-s 
on Belly (Cnslina Marsillacli). a 
young iindeisl iicly who becomes llie 
picdiclable oveniigli! seiisalion wlieii 
diva Cececova lakes the mimicl.ion (o 
•‘hiiaik a leg" oilliei loo lilerally on 
llie opening, mglH "( a new prodiic 
lion ol Vcidi's MACBI'.III (Hie ol 
Belly’s l)igg,esl fans is a lomiy who 
deiiioiisliales Ills devolioii lo lier hy 



staging the deaths of her friends and 
colleagues before her ver>' eyes, 
which he pins open to ensure that 
she misses none of tlte fun. OPER.\ 
earns its on the Gore Score due 
10 the efforts of Sergio Stivaletti. 
who puts the “scar” into La Scala 
with the following: a stabbing 
through the jaw fArgento’s voracious 
camera diving into the unfortunate 
victim's mouth to catch his skewered 
tongue willing aTOundl: a girl who 
swallows a vital piece of evidence 
only to have it hacked out of her 
esophagus by the scissor-wielding 
maniac; and. best of aU, a slow- 
motion bullet tlirough the head 
which caps the most suspenseful se 
quence in the picture in shattering 
style. Here is a passage that Argento 
buffs will rank dongside the legend- 
ary double murder set piece opening 
to SUSPIRIA. Just when you 
thouglit it was safe to give up on 
Italian horror. Argento delivers the 
goods. OPERA is baroque, berserk, 
bloody and beautiful. And, it’s got 
squirming brains, too. What more 
could you want? (JM) 

THE ORACLE ^ 

1985/94 m/d; Roberta Findlay 
An ancient trunk holds a small 
glowing box which enables its 
owners to “contact spirits in the 
beyond” in this somewhat inter- 
esting offering from the director 
of TENEMENT, PRIME EVIL and 
LURKERS. Director Findlay has 
also had quite a splattered past. She 
was the camera operator on SNUFF 
and her director husband was decapi- 
tated in a bizarre iielicoptor accident 
on top of the Pan Am Building in 
New York. Plenty of nifty plot 
twists and sqiiishy FX including: 
face fryings. knives-’n-eyeballs and a 
demon-assisted head ripping. Looks 
like a real movie, too; polished 
camera moves, well lit, punctuated 
by jackhammer editing and cliniaxiiig 


with an ending that really makes il 
worth the wait. .A tidy, modest, neat 
little thnller. 




THE OirriNG 


1987.'S5 m.d; Tom Dale> 

General ineptitude and chintzy ef- 
fects sink this story about a bunch of 
teenagers who spend the niglit in a 
museum, only to be menaced by a 
malevolent genie. The film bas- 
ically lapses into a predictable 
FRIDAY THE 13TH-style body 
count. It does, however, boast one 
incredible gore sequence; while the 
heroine and her boyfriend are fleeing 
the genie (a risible creation courtesy 
of Martin Becker's Reel FX"), the 
latter resurrects a display miimmy 
which promptly chows down on the 
boy's throat. Totally unexpected 
and shocking as hell, it's tire most 
terrifying sequence in tire film {grue 
consisting, for the most part, of a 
couple of tame head twistings and a 
death via overhead fan). A note ot 

interest for genre fans: Robert 

(TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE) 
Burns did the production design. 

(TF) 

PANIC ^ 

9 V 

1983 /S5 m/d Anthony Richmond 
The director. Giovanni Bergamini, is 
hiding behind a psuedonyni here and 
the producers are trying to pretend 
this really isn’t some eighth-rate 
Italian non-tlniller, too. A genetic 
scientist is contaminated by a new, 
unproven vaccine and goes on a 
plague-spreading rampage, only to he 
“gunned down” in the sewers by an 
expertly handled fire extingnislier. 
Consists entirelv of sialic, nailed 
down camera shots and tnonstei 
makeup done in somebody’s kilctien 
for under $25, Wu.se than yom 
gramipaienis’ vacation pictures. 


PAKASIIE 

1982/85 m/d. I'has. Hand 


Lame-brained futuristic monster film 
has dead-head scientist trying to find 
cure for an alien growth pulsing in 
his abdomen. Lots of driving around 
in desert locales, plenty of stupid 
acting and gratuitous gore. Redeem- 
able only if you manage to see it in 
3-D- Forget the videocassette. 



PET SEMATARY 

999 




1989/100 m/d: Mary Lambert 
Director Lambert, whose credentials 
include not only the art-house 
snoozer SIESTA but a couple of 
Madonna videos as well, proves she 
lacks both the guts and the genre 
savvy to deliver the goods. Despite 
the benefits of working with a King- 
penned script, there is little sense of 
menace here as Lambert telegraphs 
all her moves when she shifts abrupt- 
ly into what appears to be her "in- 
terpretation" of a horror set piece: 
skewed angles, moody lighting, omi- 
nous music, etc. Fred Gwynne's 
performance provides the film s high 
point and one ends up wishing Lam- 
bert could have managed to get that 
entire obnoxious, cloyingly cute 
family beneath the wheels of that 
semi and saved us aU the trip. 


PHANTASM ^ 

"V 

1979/87 m/d; Don Coscareili 
A bodacious, over-reaching little film 
that is either a bonafidc cult lilt or 
a painfully stupid update of THE 
THREE STOOGES IN A HAUNTED 
HOUSE, With its boldly incompe- 


tent acting, rank special FX ('cept 
for one) and PLAN 9 FROM OUTER 
SPACE plotting, tliis one almost 
dares you to like it. Arguably, 
though, the film is stdl a fresh, 
unique and original vision and is 
not without its own peculiar and 
capricious charm. Like a ride through 
a low-rent funhouse, if you can just 
ignore the phony dummies, the 
wires, the chipped paint and the 
rubber spiders, you'll still get your 
money's worth. 


PHANTASM 2 




1988/90 m/d: Don Coscareili 
Apparently, a recent dictum issued 
to successful genre filmmakers con- 
templating sequels has allowed them 
to consider an attractive, alternative 
approach to that time-honored, age- 
old practice of film cloning. Namely, 
forget the new stuff, embellish the 
old and simply remake the original 
film with a bigger budget, flashier 
FX and slicker production values. 
Called by some misanthropists “The 
Evil Dead Sequel Syndrome." This 
one offers up the same basic scenario 
as the original: the old, tall fart is 
stealing bodies and inexplicably 
cramming them into small barrels in 
preparation for forced slavery on a 
planet inhabited by cloaked dwarves. 
Yep, sounds just as stupid the second 
time around; though, admittedly, the 
chrome spheres look really super as 
do Mark Shostrom’s fine Hamburglar 
dwarf makeup and meltdown FX. 
Fans of the series will no doubt 
scream “sacrilege”; hut like it or not 
horror fantasy funk like PHANTASM 
is strictly an acquired taste. 


PHILADELPHIA EXPERIMENT 

99 V 

1984/102 m/d: Stewart Raffill 
Secret Navy experiment conducted 
ill 1943 makes battleslup disappear 
while crew goes insane, gets burned 
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up or lost in a time warp, and 
dropped into 1984. Plenty of pyro- 
technics and pretty opticals, but 
painfully routine treatment of some 
fascinating material. Lots of failed 
possibilities. 



1979/92 m/d: Joe Dante 
Terrific little thriller shot back in the 
old days when Dante could work 
miracles with miniscule budgets. The 
government develops a mutant killer 
fish to use in the Vietnam War, but 
the toothy terrors escape and mangle 
vacationers at a nearby resort. 
VigoroiLsly directed, well written (by 
John Sayles) and loaded with genre 
stalwarts like Barbara Steele, Kevin 
McCarthy, Dick Miller, Bradford 
Dillman and Paul Bartel with FX by 
a very young Rob Bottin. Great fun 
from Roger Gorman’s New World 
Pictures. 

PIRANHA II; THE SPAWNING 
99 ( 

1983/95 m/d: James Cameron 
This non-sequel has piranha that fly; 
by gosh, theyTl chase you right into 
your beachfront hotel and bite your 
face off there! So audaciously 
bizarre, this one deserves a look for 
its freak value alone. Director 
Cameron was just paying some dues 
here; his next film was the stylish, 
action-packed TERMINATOR (’84), 
followed by perhaps the greatest 
monster movre ever made, ALIENS, 
in 1986. 


1981/96 m/d: Lew Lehman ^ 
Problem kid has a sociopatliic teddy 
bear that talks him into feeding his 
friends to some flesheating trolls 
living in a hole near Beaver Dam, 
Wisconsin. Hunky-dory “special'’ 
effects by Yvonne Bromowitz Delu, 
Must be seen to be believed. 

PLUTONIUM BABY ^ 

® # 

1987/85 m/d: Ray Hirschman 
Danny glows in the dark, eats raw 
fish (right off the hook), humps like 
a bunny and plays exterminator to 
those power-hungry corporate fas- 
cists who turned his mom into a 
nuclear mutant zombie. Sounds 
alright, but the execution is so undis- 
tinguished that the film nearly erases 
itself from your memory before the 
end credits roll. Kind of an uneasy 
coupling of SILKWOOD and the far 
classier CLASS OF NUKE 'EM 
HIGH, with disappointing results. 
Also loses points for seemingly ob- 
ligatory insert shots of yet another 
lame-assed aerobics class wagging 
their butts in your face. Sure, there’s 
.a couple of mutant attack rabbits, 
some entry-level zombie makeup and 
a few squishy FX scenes (one guy 
does get ripped in two and hung 
from a tree); but even at a relatively 
brief 85 minutes, this fihn really 
d-r-a-g-s. 


POLTERGEIST m 

99 « 

1982/115 m/d: Tobe Hooper 
Needlessly flashy ghost story has too 
many plot holes and too many 
corpses coming up through floor 
boards. A Steven Spcilberg produc- 
tion and it looks it. He should ve 
let Tobc alone; the Hooperoo knows 
how to scare people, thank you very 
much. 
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POITKRCLISTII 


|y86/yi m/J; Biinn Ciibson 
A simply niiserul'ilc I'lliu. ninkiiiji as 
one of Ihe worst soquols of all lime. 
Direclor (libsoii knows absoliiLely 
nolliiiiji about slaving his outlatulisli 
special effecls sei]uences, Wliolc 
fjjnilies on wires ilyitig in front of 
huge blue screens, bliiuling opiicals. 
and ridiouloiis qiiasi-mysiiciil mum- 
blings make this one rough to 
swallow. Weil, wail a minute. A guy 
does barf up a giant .lb-pound 
tequila worm at one point, so... 
Nab. forget it. 



Piotentiuus. hysioneally absurd "lior- 
loi art him has neurotic liurirpeaii 
mgeruie Iminpiiig a leniacled 
cucumber monster while musing 
about llie “meaiiiTigoflife.'’ Must’ve 
been lots of bad acid making tlio 
rounds over there in the early 'HO’s 
U.S. version is nearly a balf-bour 
sliorler thanks to mercifnl censors. 
Bless ’em. 

THE POWER 

99 ^ 

I ‘^18-1/87 m/d: Jeff Ohrow 
Okay but hokey demon-idol thriller 
with the usual teens-in-peril scenario. 
Contains a couple major league 
scares .ind some nifty makeup; but 
lite goofy ending really spoils the 
party. 


POLTERGEIST HI 


l988/‘57m/d: Gary Sherman 
Surprisingly crappy entry that shows 
considerable promise in the first reel, 
only to begin sputtering, losing 
power, stalling and then nosediving 
and finally crashing and htirning in 
the pits of Sequel Hell. So there’s 
ghosts in a new liighrise. They crack 
windows, jump out of mirrors and 
enjoy the flashing diversions of all 
the low-rent opticals. So what'? 
Features wasted performances by 
Tom Skerritt and Nancy Allen and 
yet another grating, nail-biting 
appearance by thal shrill, obnoxious 
dwarf psychic. (You kiiow lire one. 
the “Z" word.) Dirccloi Shemiaii 
had a good rep, too; he was respon- 
sible for cull hits like RAW MEAT, 
DEAD AND BURIHD and VICE 
SQUAD. Oh. yell, the kid died 
.shortly before the film did; tliough 
rejiorledly neiliier event was altri- 
buled to supernal nral causes. Doii’l 
go Inward or away from tiro lighl. 
Turn ii OFF, i'or Ctirissakes! 

I'OSSFSSION 


PRAY FOR DEATH 

1985/90 m/d: Cordon Hcssler*^ 
Martial arls expcrl Sho Kosugi 
punches, kicks, pokes and rips the 
urban scurnsuckcr.s who’ve attacked 
his family. Prelty walehahle, rea- 
sonably high-grade Kiing Fu/DEATH 
WI.SII stuff. Okay for a change of 
pace. 


l'JK.V81 m/d; A.W.ild 




0 


THE PREY 


1980/80 in/d: Edwin Brown 
“It’s not human. ..and it’s got an axe” 
says the poster. But, it’s really a 
gypsy mulant, burned in a forest lire 
?10 years ago, returning lo kill 
campers and lliul a mate. Com- 
pletely bereft of any original tlionght, 

PRIME EVIL 




1988/91 m/d: Rohcria Findlay 
Poteiil idea aboul a “Pre-ChrLslian 
horned god” being worsliipped 
llirouglioul history by dcroiici priests 
is obviously a eoiieepl a bit loo 
heady for dircclnr I'iiullay (SNUFF, 
THNFMF.NT), 'I'his film is all ovei 
I lie place with jarring ciil.s from the 
Black Plague in' Ihe I4ih coninry fo 
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modern-day Satanists sacrificing vir- 
gins for tWrteen years of good luck. 
You expect it to all tie together 
somehow at the end, but it doesn t. 
Too talky with clumsy dialog 
spouted ever-so-earnestly by a whole 
gaggle of unappealing characters. 
Few brief, gory FX by Ed French 
culminating in a big Satanic Gang 
Bang- 


PRINCE 

op 

darkness 

1987/102 m/d; John Carpenter 
It looked as though Carpenter was 
making a triumphant return to form 
with this ambitious, thought-pro- 
voking tale of an Ancient Evil. ..for 
the fust ten minutes anyway. He 
fails to mesh the potent combination 
of quantum physics, an Anti-God 
and a mysterious, derelict religious 
order together and the movie rapidly 
loses its focus. It’s original and 
even frequently challenging, but 
we’re still left with many unanswered 
questions, loose ends, zombie street 
people and The Great Horned One 
ensconsed in a green lava lamp in the 
basement. What gives, John? 

99 ^ 

1988/102m/d; Renny Harlin 
Some hailed this Empire Pictures’ 
release as an eery, chilling and atmos- 
pheric thriller with inspired direction 


and artsy set pieces while others 
searched hard for the horror amongst 
ail the hooey. Wrongly-fried man 
seeks revenge from beyond the chair 
when a new warden with a guilty 
secret takes over the prison. Uncom- 
fortably long and peopled with 
dozens of unnecessary characters, 
this siow-to-gel-started Slammer 
Splat film does occasionally show- 
case some pretty meaty FX on its 
way to a patently ridiculous finale. 
Harlin’s next job: turn Freddy 
Krueger into a fright-free, wise-assed 
psycho game show host in NIGHT- 
MARE ON ELM STREET 4; THE 
DREAM MASTER. He succeeded. 


PROM NIGHT 


0 


1981/91 m/d: Paul Lynch 
Kid who witnessed sister’s death 
waits until high school prom to 
avenge her. Jamie Lee Curtis is the 
imperiled disco queen as well as the 
sister of the masked murderer. Oops! 
Sorry. Bitchin' disco music, flashing 
li gh ts and Jamie Lee in her under- 
wear. It’ll do in a pinch. 

PROMNIGHT 2 HELLO MARY LOU 

994 4 ^ 

1987/d: BrucePittman 
Hey so it's got nothing to do with 
the original, so what? This illegiti- 
mate Canadian sequel is certainly as 
good and probably better than the 
Jamie Lee squealer thanks to the 
good looking cast, glossy production 
values and an ambitious array ot 
ballsy FX. Line producer Ray Sager 
was H. G- Lewis' WIZARD OF 
GORE. 

THE PROWLER ^ 

99 "W 

1981/88 m/d: Joseph Zito 
WWJI burnout returns to avenge the 
“Dear John” letter he received. 
Routine slasher fare distinguished by 
exceptional effects work by Tom 
Savini. 


PSYCHO n ^ 

999 iJr 

I? m/ii: RiL'haid Ftiuiklin 
Anthony Porkins j’lays the quinles- 
senual stalk-n'-slashcr again in this 
twisted, scafv and bloody opus. 
Confidently directed and entertain- 
ingly played out. Lots of good plot 
turns and’ a knockout ending. 

PSYCHO III 




lOSp/Q.^ m/d: Anthony Perkins 
In his directorial debut. Norman... 
uli.,.Tony proves himself to be a 
ver\' savvy, even inspired, filmmiiker. 
The shimmering, transcendent 
sequence involving the novice nun 
who, bleeding in the bath from self- 
inflicted razor slashes, hallucinates 
the Virgin Mary just as Mother/ 
Norman is about to knife her is 
fabulously staged, Perkins was 
obviously enjoying himself on both 
sides of the camera. Good fun and 
a very worthy entry in the PSYCHO 
cycle. 

PSYCHOS IN LOVE 




1986/88 m/d: Goniian Bechaid 
A grape-hating, balding bartender 
and a neurotic manicurist fall in love 


PIIMPKINHI At) _ 

«i«» ^ 

1987.87 iTt/ri: Stan Winston 
FX maii-lnnied-director Winston 
(TERMINATOR, ALIENS') sliows 
quite a visual flair in this debut fea- 
ture that has a father (nicely played 
by lance Heniiksson') invoking an 
ancient curse to avenge the death of 
his son. Tlunigti ihc film looks and 
sounds swell (one of those higlibrow 
productions that credits a “Sound 
Dosigricr”), it doesn’t obscure the 
fact tliat it’s really your standard 
revenge scenario featuring your usual 
truckful of obnoxious, deserving 
victims-to-be, picked off one hy one 
in classic stalker style. The creature, 
briefly glimpsed during various bom- 
bastic displ.iys of smoke screens, 
moody lighting and blinding strobes, 
is .still a wonder to behold, truly one 
of the more original and terrifying 
screen monsters in many a moon. 
And. after ail, that’s why you’re at a 
monster movie anyway. This one 
pays you some handsome dividends, 
once you get past all the hooey. 

e®< ^ 

1982/9.^ m/d: Larry Cohen 
Ancient winged serpent from Aztec 


and confess to one another they’re mythology is picking off simbathers 
both serial killers. They lire of the • - ■ • - -i. . t..:- < ..-i, 

ol’ stalk-n’-slash, get married (" 
our honeymoon we visited 
slaughterhouses in Chicago”) and 
buy a VCR. Frequently lularious, 
clever story told cinema verite style 
via flashbacks and black-and-white 
inserts of the characters narrating 
the action. Includes a fmger-eating 
cannibal plumber, splashy tongue- 
in-cheek gore scenes, a bubbly theme 
song, and enough inside genre jokes 
to keep even Joe Dante on his toes. 


and window wasliers in lire Big Apple 
for and establishing a nest in the 
the Chrysler Building. Solid acting and 
witty dialog willi an electric perfor- 
mance by Michael Moriarty as a two- 
bit punk who tries to blackmail the 
city. Barely piis.sable stop iiioiion 
effects, so be in a forgiving mood. 


KAN A, THE LEGEND OF 
SHAIXIVV LAKE 

99 






1981/86 in/d: Bill Rehan- 
A nice attempt at an old-tashioned 
rnonslei movie. R.ANA has the look 
of a serlous-niindcJ. amateur movie. 
Unforlunalcly. tlie amateur ca.st just 
al'oul iiiuloes llic whole proiecl. The 


ejitire movie is related in flashback 
by a guy who was a kid when Rana 
the frogman slaughtered his family 
and a trio of loggers. There arc some 
decent gore effects here especially 
good is one of the loggers getting 
his face mashed into the trunk of a 
tree. A nice try. but next time get a 
better suit, guys. (JM) 

RAWHEAD REX ^ 

99 # 

1 987/89 m/d : George Pavlou 
Those expecting a faithful and 
terrifying interpretation of horror 
maestro Barker’s original short story 
had best be forewarned. Treat this 
one like any other monster-on-the- 
rampage lilm and you’ll do just fine. 
The titular character is a ninc-foot- 
tall pre-Christian cannibal warrior 
recently unearthed by a curious 
farmer in the Irish countryside. The 
filmmakers unwisely chose to show 
too much of the creature way too 
often: frankly, the FX work cannot 
bear up to such close scrutiny, it’s 
that ul’ red glowing eyes bugaboo 
again, coupled with llie less-than- 
inspiring head piece design that’s 
just silly not scary. 

RAZORBACK 

1984/95 m/d: Russell Mulcahy 
Weird, kinky surreal terror film 
about a rhino-sized wild boar tearing 
up the Australian outback. Sur- 
prisingly suspenseful stuff with 
nicely drawn characters and good, 
scary mega-pig effects. Lots of 
smoky, atmospheric set pieces; direc- 
tor Mulcahy appears to be an honors 
graduate of the Steven Spielberg 
School of Intensive Backligiiting, 
Definitely the last word in porcine 
splatter 



“life after deatli” in this crackeijack. 
zombie yarn that is, quite simply^ 
one of the most exciting, deliriously 
demented horror films of the last 
two decades. Tlie makeup effects 
are incredible, including the re- 
animated torso that is so hyper- 
stimulated its chest explodes and the 
intestines strangle poor ol’ Herbert. 
Adapted from short stories by HJ*. 
Lovecraft, this film is above reproach. 
Contains the infamous “head” se- 
quence and enough splattering to 
satisfy even the most jaded gore- 
hound. A personal favorite. See it 
again, NOW. 

THE REDEEMER ^ 

99 W 

1978/83 m/d: C.S.Gocliis 
The ads promised “first the OMEN... 
now THE REDEEMER-SON OF 
SATAN.” Simple slasher fare has 
an avengiiig-angel type picking off 
high school graduates- who’ve been 
invited back for a reunion at the 
deserted institution. Each is proven 
a sinner, so they must die, ’natch. 
Rcreleascd as CLASS REUNION 
MASSACRE in order to compete 
with all the other teen kill body 
couril pix so in favor during the 
early '80’s. Notliing special here. 


RE-ANIMATOR ^ REDNECK ZO.MBIES _ 

®»»« ^ 995 ( 0 ) 

1985/86 m/d: Stuart Gordon 1987/86 ni/d: Pericles Lcwncs 

Herbert West holds the secret to Shot on video for less than tlie 
280 




THE REDEEMER ICLASS REUNtON MASSACRE) 


average cost of a used 1971 Ford 
Falcon, this go-for-tlie-gusto gorefesl 
is an engaging, welcome addition to 
Ihc Contemporary Cannibal Catalog. 
Director Lewnes trots out a whole 
bagful of visual tricks to divert us 
from our innate suspicions con- 
cerning video movies and provides 
big bangs for the bucks. Hillbilly 
shitkickers get fucked up on toxic 
hootcli and raise hell ripping, tearing, 
poking and chomping their way into 
your heart. A bloody good time this 
one be, Y’all come down now! 

RtJUVENATRlX 

994 

1988/88 m/d; Brian Thomas 
Againg starlet gels hooked on an ex- 
perimental youth serum made from 
fresh brains and rapidly builds a 
tolerance before the drug can be 
synlhesi/ed, Bodies arrive by the 
truckful; but they’re never ciiougli 
foi tills gal, who’s not only got a 
monkey on her back but all sorts of 
pulsing shit on her head, face, neck 
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and hands. Brains are ripped out and 
eaten, mutant hyper rats go nutzoid 
and all manner of moist things go 
splal in the night. Nicely photo- 
graphed and well paced, featuring a 
cast which includes two or three 
REAL actors. Nifty FX are by Ed 
French and DEEP RED aliunnus 
Bruce Spaulding Fuller. 

REST IN PIECES v* 

1987/90 m/d: Joseph Braunstcin 
Woman (Dorothy Malone) commits 
suicide in front of her video camcor- 
der (nothing messy folks. Just 
poison ) and her niece and her tennis 
pro husband inherit the Aunt’s 
Englisli estate, soon to be besieged 
by supernatural entities apparendy 
fixated on eviction procedures. Lots 
of supposedly dead Nazis, butchers, 
switclibludc-weilding priesis, maids, 
butlers, neighbors and Gerlrude 
Stein all conspire to scare the couple 
off, Soon, liic dead Aunt reappears. 
Wow! Is this psydiic mind control 


ftv'm bfNond the gta« oi what"? 
Noedli'sslv confusing haimtfvl house 
m'tboiler' feafuies a serviceable twist 
ending, but would’ve been tiu more 
effective as a shoii subject. Take 
note- the spbshv and promising 
videvr label has got nodiing whatso- 
ever to do with the film's content. 

RETliRN OF THE LIMNG DEAD 

00 m/d: Dan O'Bannon 
Rollicking iombie yarn-a sort of "au- 
thonzed”' pseudo-sequel to NIGHT 
OF THE LIVING DEAD-is most 
likely the most fun you'll ever have 
at a dead dude film. Uneven and 
episodic at times, it still boasts of 
top-notch performances (especially 
James Karenl. some stunning make- 
up and set designs, powerhouse punk 
music and plenty of genuinely 
hilarious (and horrifying) scenes. 
"Have you ever fantasized what it's 
like to die violeiUly-.Jiotribly?" 


RETURN OF THE LIVING DEAD 2 

lUg7/8d m/d: Ken Weiderhorn 
Fans of tlie first film would do well 
to avoid this insulting, horrorless 
mess. Weiderhorn, I know a few 
zombie fans w'ho will pool together 
to have a contract put on your head 
if you ever make another zombie 
film. (GR) 

RETURN OF THE ZOMBIES _ 

-o 

lb84/95 m/d: D. J. L. Merino 
lialian-Spanish stinker with the usual 
shitty dubbing, soiuunbulistic pacing, 
playdough makeup effects, lots ot 
yapping and walking around, etc. 
This job really gets to ya' sometimes. 

RETliRN rO HORROR HIGH 

99 ^ 

10R7/U5 m/d: Bill Froelich 
Sleazy film company, shooting a new 
spUtiier movie, sets up pToduclioii on 
tile grounds of a school haunted by 


memories of .i p;ist massacte Actors 
and crew begin to mysteriously dis- 
appear (the original murderer was 
tiet'er found) and evtuyone starts to 
panic. Tliis film-within-a-film-within- 
a-film tries to operate on several 
levels slmultaneou^y and fails miglu- 
ily. TVs Dr. ‘'Ben Casey" does get 
nailed to the floor, ripped open .ind 
his heart shoved into liis mouUi, 
though, so it's not a total km. 

REVENGE 0 

W8b/I00 m/d: Christopher Lewis 
From llie folks who gave you the 
dull shot-on-video BLOOD* CULT 
and THF RIPPER (which, at least, 
utilized much better acting and pro- 
duction values) comes RiiVENGE. 
their first production shot on film 
for home consumption. Patrick 
Wayne (the Duke’s boy) comes home 
to Hicksrille to investigate his bro’s 
death; seems tlterc’s a murderous cult 
in town involving Jotin Carradine 
(who reads from cue cards here). It’s 
mostly lots of talking heads and the 
gore, when it finally arrives, is rather 
orange (and sometimes a bit sadistic). 
Slow and long at its short length, this 
total waste of time would've been a 
very hard sell to thch.udtops. Wlien 
the great Carradine _was a.sked bv 
Lettennan what this film was about 
the actor replied. ‘T'li, it s .about... 
RFVENGE is about, uni... (Pause") I 
really don’t know." This tlick is 
precisely that memorable. (KG) 


REVENGE OF THE DEAD 




1084000 m/d: Ihipi /Vaiiti 
Okay, so It's got a few atmospheric, 
set pieces, an unusually well thouijit 
out stoiy (for ,i dead pic), some qua-''' 
scientific mumblings about re-amma- 
lion and K-/oties, but what's that get 
voiC’ Rkhi! A brand new appie- 
dation fin stuff like IXK’TOR 
BU'l'CHER M-D and /OMBll - Moie 
li 11 1 ili;m bile. 


REVENGE OF THE LIVING DEAD 

99 

1985/ d: Peter B. Ilarsone ^ 
This average tale of toxic waste-in- 
mOk production seems pretty pedes- 
trian and Lhen....BINGO! A woman 
having her eye gouged out by a fe- 
male zombie’s high heel. A prosti- 
tute having a sword stuffed up her 
cunt by some lesbian zombies and 
the words “you died whereby you 
sinned” written in her blood next to 
her. (Pretty moralistic, huh? Maybe 
they were feminist lesbian zombies.) 
A totally disgusting shower abortion 
scene. A guy having his dick bitten 
off by a zombie \ la LAST HOUSE 
ON THE LEFT. Some good stuff 
to be had, with gruesomely real FX, 
but forgive the pathetic and ludi- 
crous plot twist at the end, would 
ya? (GR) 


THE RIPPER Vfi 

9 V 

1 986/95 m/d: Christopher Lewis 
Amateur goiemeisters from Tulsa, 
Oklahoma got Tom Savini to appear 
for five fleeting minutes (if that) in 
tliis belabored, overlong video pro- 
duction about a college prof being 
possessed by the spirit of Jack the 
Ripper. Better than BLOOD CULT, 
their first effort, Course, that ain’t 
sayin’ much. 

ROAD GAMES m 

99( V 

1982/100 m/d: Richard Franklin 
Involving cat-and-mouse murder mys- 
tery liberally sprinkled with homages 
to Hitchcock. Oddball trucker picks 
up mysterious hitchhiker (Jamie Lee 
Curtis) in the Australian outback and 
they try to unravel a recent homicide 
they believe they’ve witnessed. Frank- 
lin went on to do PSYCHO IT. 


ROAD WARRIOR 
(aka MAD MAX I!) 

9999 

1982/94 m/d: George Miller 




A post-holocaust adventure set in an 
oil starved, misfit future that is, 
quite probably, one of the most ex- 
citing films ever made. Vivid charac- 
ters, incredible stunts and camera 
work are just a few of the brilliant 
touches bestowed upon this film by 
doctor-turned-director George Miller. 
Dazzling. 


ROCKTOBER BLOOD „ 

99 •S 

1984/88 m/d: Beverly Sebastian 
Rock star kills a bunch of folks and 
is executed, but the grisly murders 
continue. It turns out they fried the 
wrong guy; it was his twin brother 
who was the murderer! Did I spoil it 
for you? Handmade film by the 
Sebastian famOy: Bev, the director; 
Ferd, the writer; and Ben. who 
handled the “ordinary” effects as 
well as being Chief of Security, 

SCALPS 

9 « ^ 

1983/75 ni/d: Fred Olen Ray 
Micro-budgeted amateur slasher cuts 
loose with a few splashy gore effects; 
but, otherwise, it’s simply business as 
usual when college-age numbskulls 
desecrate a sacred Indian burial 
ground and unleash a vengeful spirit. 
Has that shot-in-Super 8-in-lhree- 
days-for-$1500 kind of look. For one 
scalping effect, it looks like they just 
glued a wig onto a rubber bathing 
cap and pulled it off. 

SCANNERS 

»®9 ” 

1981/102 m/d: David Cronenberg 
Superior, hi-tech adventure about 
telepaths whose thouglits can kill. 
Unforgettable head detonation scene 
and super scan-off climax with incred- 
ible effects work by Dick Smith. 
Cronenberg proves once again he’s 
one of the most inspired, original and 
cliLillcnglng genre filmmakers of the 
decade. 
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SCARED STIFF 


_ camp near a seemingly deserted little 
^ town, only to be picked off one by 

1986'86m d- Richard Friedman one by a psychotic maniac. This is 
Yeh you wish Bored Stiff is more another one of those lamentable, 
like it' Andrew Stevens and his pop sorry slashers that begin to look 
star sdrlfriend move into a house insanely familiar nght oft the bat. 
bearing a curse from tlie IS.SO's Like you've already seen it...twenty 
when slaves put a hex on their master or thirty times, 
for unspeakable civil rights violations 
Doctor Stevens finds boxed, dead SCREAMERS 

dudes in the basement, toys come to 55 ‘ 

life, pigeons get possessed and his , 11 -. -r ,<•<, 

girlfriend starts hallucinating and 
going nutzoid. -A clumsy HOUSE/ 

POLTERGEIST type of thing fea- 
turing some surprisingly amateurish 
makeup- Though, to be fair, the last 
reel does include a ripped scalp 
and pulsing brain, one good mask, 
a juicy splatter effect and a commen- 
dable meltdown. Too little, too 
late. 


SCARED TO DEATH ^ 

1980/81 m/d: William Malone 


1981/83 m/d; Dan T. Miller 
Well, this one used to be titled 
ISLE OF THE FISHMEN; would 
you have seen it then? Passable gore 
effects in the first few moments, but 
it's rapidly downhill from there; cli- 
maxing with a preposterous confron- 
tation between bikini-clad Barbara 
Bach and a bunch of guys in rubber 
fish suits with bu^e eyes. The ads 
promised "see a man turned inside 
out.” Yeah, sure. 


SECRETS OF THE PH.ANTOM 


0 


A new synthetic life form emerges in CAVERNS faka WHAT WAITS 
the sewers of L.A. when a genetic BELOW) 
engineering experiment goes awry. 9 

The creature sticks his tongue down 1984/88 m/d: Don Sharp 
your throat and sucks out your Lame adventure has the Amty 
spinal fluid. This micro-budgeted, joining up with anthropologists in an 
backyard mosde is loaded with attempt to find an ideal underground 
likable, eccentric characters and a location for some new ^ weapons 
pretty nifty (though awfully deriva- system. A mutant band of subterra- 
tive) monster. You could do lots nean albinos (in laughable makeup) 
worse. confront the trespassers but are 

eventually repelled by low frequency 
SCHIZOID ^ sound waves. Lots of unintentional 

© igf hilarity. 

1980/91 m/d: David Paulsen 
Frustrated yo-yo kills women in en- 
counter groups and hot tubs with big THE SENDER 
scissors. Forgettable drivel with an 999 _ 

alleged surprise ending. Also features 1982/92 m/d: Roger Christiim 
Klaus Kinski in yet another of his Intelligently scary ESP film has 
throwaway, walk-through roles. neurotic youth projecting his night- 

mares into other’s minds. Superior 
SCREAM M perfonnances by all willi abrupt. 

% shocking episodes. A real .sense 

1982/81 m/d; Bryon Quisenberry of style and pacing permeate this 
Yuppie boneheads on a rafting trip under-appreciated, effective sltocker 



ihcSer pentmuhc Rainbow 

SERPENT AND THE RAINBOW 

99S> ^ 

1988/98 m/d: Wes Craven ^ 

Craven needed a film like this to 
restore faith in the fans who’d gone 
AWOL after the debacle of his 
hi-tech, teen twit robot romance 
DEADLY FRIEND. Fortunately, 
SERPENT signals a triumphant re- 
turn to form. Craven delivers a 
compelling thriller that was based on 
anthropologist Wade Davis’ best- 
selling book about his medical 
search for a Haitian zombie potion. 
The film encounters problems in the 
second half, though, when the 
director’s trademark nightmare image- 
ry becomes awfully predictable jind 
somewhat cliched. Craven unwisely 
chooses to end things with a discon- 
certing bit of RAlDERS-style pyro- 
technics which detract from the 
Film’s otherwise deadly serious inten- 
tions. Watch for the scene in which 
the hero is buried alive in a coffin 
with a huge tarantula. It’s gripping, 
creepy-crawling horror of the highest 
order and guaranteed to stay with 
you for years. 

THE BEYOND 


SEVEN DOORS OF DEATH 
(aka THE BEYOND) ^ 

9994 ^ 

1984/90 m/d: Lucib Fulci 
A cursed hotel, built over one of the 
gates of hell, is the setting for this 
atmospheric, surreal, frequently in- 
spired zombie thriller, Tlie origin^, 
uncut European version, entitled 
THE BEYOND, is considered by 
many to be Fulci’s masterpiece, again 
showcasing the shocking and grisly 
FX work of Gianetto DeRossi, 
Righteous eye pokes, eviscerations, 
crucifixions and caustic substance 
slinging in addition to a show- 
stopping tarantula attack. Mealy 
stuff. 

SevemhSign 

1988/98 m/d: Carl Schultz 
Yet another OMEN-inspired biblical 
Armeggedon here-and-now fantasy, 
this one of interest for being the anti- 
thesis of the usual gory AntiChrist 
hokum, and attempting something 
positive with the old doora-and- 
destruction tradition. The formula 
remains essentially the same as a 
series of ominous prophecies are 
sequentially fulfilled, pointing to a 
final and irrevocable breaking of 
“The Seventh Seal” when heaven is 
empty of new souls and God’s 
Final Judgment ensues. Credibility 
is stretched past the breaking point 
and the finale becomes too laughable 
to work. Their hearts may have been 
in the right places, but the film- 
makers still end up with their heads 
uninicntionally jammed up their 
assholes. /SB) 


SHADOW OF KILIMANJARO 

9 

1986/94 m/d: Raju Patel 
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Ravenous, slavering killer baboons on 
a rampage, chewing the shit out ot 
wliitc liunters. Ho hum... good idea, 
but shit-brained execution. They 
blew it. man. ’Boons even have 
SCARY looking ASSES, but the 
politely-trained little thirty pounders 
used here are patlietic. Use of stock 
footage, clumsy animation and poor 
optics sink this stinker. 

SHALLOW GRAVE ^ 

^ 

1987/93 m/d; Richard Styles 
Though it begins with the umpteenth 
PSYCHO-inspired shower sequence, 
this film soon estabbshes its own 
peculiar identity and rhythms and 
eventually proves quite suspensetul 
and satisfying. Four girls from a 
Catholic university head towards 

Florida for a vacation, collecting lots 

of speeding tickets before becoming 
stuck in Medley, Georgia, where they 
witness a murder. It’s at this point 
that the film undergoes a radical slult 
of tone with a sudden swerve into 
MACON COUNTY LINE as two ot 
the girls arc killed and tlie remaining 
pair are thrown in the slammer by a 
suspicious sheriff. Tension-filled de- 
nouement, slyly underplayed, with 
a final twist thrown in for good 
measure. 

THE SHINING ^ 

1980/142 m/d: Stanley Kubrick 

Beautiful but hollow attempt at a 
contemporary horror masterpiece 
that leaves out all the scary parts ot 
Stephen King’s book. Jack Nichol- 
son should be brought up on felony 
charges for his hammy, freneticahy 
over-acted part as writer -on-the-edge 
Jack Torrance. Budgeted at over S2U 
rnmion; let’s see, that’s roughly $6.5 
million per scare. 


SHOGUN ASSASSIN 
1981/86 m/d: Kenji Misumi 


A quasi mystical, ultra-violent samu- 
rai tale, whimsically narrated by a 
five-year-old in a weapons-laden baby 
cart. Fantastic sword play, lots of 
very enthusiastic dismemberments 
and decapitations, and mcredibly 
majestic geysers of arterial blood. 
A real surprise, highly recommended. 

SILENT MADNESS ^ 

1984/ d: Simon Nuchtem 

A dangerous psychotic is mistakemy 
released from i meotel insMul.on 
and remrns to the town where the 
infamous sotonty house 
took place 20 years before. Not too 
bad. but the trite sto^lme 
you think you’ve seen it be^re. 
W 3^D process is quite effective, 
but not nearly enough hatchets, 
sledge hammers, crow bars or catrie 
prods get thrown at you Passage 
but unadorned gore effects Mth the 
exception of the power drillin,^-for 
brains sequence. 

SILENT NIGHT. DEADLY NI(^ 

o «• ^ 

1084/79 m/d; Charles Sclliei 

NotmL,^ear,-spirited Cbristmas 

that was yanked trom 
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theaters during its brief run by irate 
parents, the PTA. the Legion of De- 
cency. etc. Hardly that sensational, 
but contains several sick sequences 
involving children being tormented 
by psycho Santas. Head nun effects 
supplied by Hermann Goering’s 
illegitimate sister-tumed-Mother Su- 
perior. 


SILENT NIGHT. 

DEADLY NIGHT 2 ^ 

1987/8S m/d: Lee Hairy' 

If you missed the original film, rent 
this one instead. It's shamelessly 
padded with some forty minutes of 
footage from Part 1. including all 
the murders. The younger brother 
of the psycho Santa slasher carries 
on the family’s yuletide tradition. 
Awfully lean material here. 


SILENT SCRE.\M 




1980/87 m/d; Denny Harris ^ 
CoUege chumps rent rooms in a 
house-\vith-a-past, but the one scary 
moment in this whole movie was 
shown repeatedly in the preview. 
See the trailer instead. 


S1L\ ER BULLET ^ 

99i 

1985^5 m/d: Dan Attias 
A pretty good treatment of Stephen 
King’s •’Cycle of the Werewolf’; 
which is really saying a lot. consid- 
ering the original story was to be 
uicluded on a calendar and certairdy 
was not intended as a movie script. 
Nonetheless, novice director .Attias 
pulls a little suspense and a few 
endearing characters from the King- 
sized leftovers, even managing to 
overcome Carlo Ranibaldi’s clums>'. 
bear-like creature designs. Better 
than you would expect and lots more 
fun than most King adaptations. 


SLAUGHTERHOUSE 

99i ^ 

1987/85 m/d; Rick Rocsslei 
The deceptively placid, playful barn- 
yard mood established during the 
credit crawl is suddenly interrupted 
as you realize this is real slaughter- 
house footage shot from the con- 
demned porkers’ point of view. Yow! 
F.ACES OF DEATH pig -style and, 
boy. it sure ain’t pretty. Soon, we 
are back on Lester icon’s farm, 
observing a tender moment of por- 
cine affection between his 375 Ib. 
son, Buddy, and the boy’s beloved 
pig pal. Genuinely touching stuff 
here. The county is foreclosing on 
Mr. Bacon's property, but Les and 
Budd)' won’t give up that easily. 
Cops die. County officials die. 
Obnoxious teens bite pork flanks. 
All for the love of a pig, too. Lots of 
funky music, white boy. and plenty 
of neat camera work supported by 
good production values. KFAT radio 
says Sooo-i-i-i-ee! Come on down! 
SLAVE GIRLS FRO.M BEYOND 
INFINITY 


I988i75 m 'd; K.en Dlxoh ^ 
Great shit-flick title from new Urban 
Classics distributors starts with a 
buxom blonde beauty being stalked 
by an alien with an optical FX gun. 
then doesn’t go much of anj-where 
after that. Two slave girls crash on 
an island planet ruled by a bad guy 
who keeps a head collection on his 
walls. This quickie. Z-grade pro- 
duction becomes a twist on THE 
MOST D.ANGEROUS G.AME as the 
hunter tracks them down in his 
jun^e. With one nude ^uence 
half wav through, the ads scream. 
“Big movie, big production, big 
girls!" Then tiie\' went and (.tor a 
B flick! took themselves too serious- 
ly. .A big mistake. flvCl 


SLA\ E OF THE CANNIBAL GOD 
lO'g Ofi III J: Sonno Martino 



Fairly routine jungle thriller with 
an awfully bitchin’ title yet no red 
backbone. Stacy Kcach and 70 s 
sex bomb Ursula Andress search tor 
her lost husbar\d in the rain forests 
of New Guinea. Tlrey find him . He s 
dead meat but the natives still wor- 
ship his remains. Wow, GoUy. 
Andress looks properly robust m her 
funky leather jungle casualwcar. 
though the cannibals seem u^dtily 
sonambulistic and rather indifferent 
to gut munching. They finally do 
manage to skin and eat a rather large 
lizard while displaying unconscion- 
able table manners. Needs more 
meat, less mammaries. 


& 


SLEEPAWAY CAMP 


SLEEP AW AY CAMP 2: 

UNHAPPY CAMPERS 

1988/85 m/d: Michael A- Simpson 
Okay, don't laugh. Bruce Spring- 
Steen’s dorky sister is supposed tiD be 
the “guy” from the original film 
after intensive therapy and a sex- 
change operation, I know how that 
sounds. Now. “sheV a pnm 
counselor at Camp Rolling HiHs 
who's slaughtering the campers when 
thev'rc naughty. Loads ot teen ang 
and ass with an amazingly higli body 
count. Stupid as shit, but curiously 
appealing in a twisted sort of way. 

SLIME CITY 




1984/88 m/d; Robert Clouse 

Perverse summer slaughter film has 
several unsettling elements, including' 
-a greasy, drunk cook lusting alter 
eleven-year-olds; death by rape wit i 
a curling iron; and a twisted gin 
camper with a big knife...and a big 
dick! Tliis one goes straight Ui Uic 
Hall of Shame without passing GO. 


IPSP/W m/d: GtoEuty 
Well, ya gotta give cm a little 
here for originality anyway Strug 
gling, sexually repressed ar s'^du 
muftNcw Yo.k 

by the reincarnated souls _ 

cult that committed nUml mass 
suicide some -tO years iH'lorc. New 
ho.lios are recru led by tlm ' 
wL, wiK. put. he. leu...... 
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l'»Hd/KS ni/d I'nm lihoiliaidl 
Woniaii snivivi's plane cni.sli and 
loiiins lioni psvciiialilsl llial alinosi 
all Side smvivois die williin -d 
moil Ills of llieli accideni . lascinalni)', 
Idea, lull Ilie I'tlm Is iuinhled, ineoin- 
jnelieiisllile and veiy sell ileleillilij^. 

SOMl IHINt; Wl< KID nils WAY 
(OMIS ^ 

V 

I'JK.Vn ni/d .lack ciavloii 
Kay Uiadlmiy’s sloiy pels "Dis 
neyl/.ed" m tins le[iui, Idoaled 
veliii'le ahoni a shanpe and evil 
encns coinlii)', (o (own Wonidn'l 
scale a lly, 

SOKOKUV liousr MASSACUl 

l'>K(i//-l in/d I'aiol l■lank 
' limed hv oiipoilmiislii' peckeiheads 
who ai'j'aienllv weien'l awaie ol Ihe 
olliei .‘00 MAlinWirN clones 
idieadv in esistence Mop me il 
V i'ii've lieaid Hus one. A piiv escai'es 
Ooiu a menial lios|nhiI and leluins lo 
die Nile ol a [nevloiis nuissaeie, when' 
veais eailtei, an eiiliie lamils was 
slauphleu'd U's all lieie loo ihe 
liandhelvi I’OV shots, Ihe kdlei's 
hoois vlomptiip aiomul, Iwsleileal, 
s> aniiU’ clad himhos Maioi sliidio 
clU'il wastes Its onl\- assets p('('d 
piodvienon \,ihies, neal Uphtmp and 
a Onid eaineia on a lolalU tione 
to deaih ploi 


l''KS/d Ua.iie, I 11 
I oi)’,ei ahoiil III!' Jisnieinl)eitne:n 
Inn ion; I lie hnx promises, aside tnnii 
Ihe VKdeiil (bill hloodless) climax, 
Ihls is aniisenlii; tmleOammenl I’m 
diieei/wiilei/dliecioi Kainer l.ilei 
adapts his own novel lo the screen In 
tills (ieniiaii [nodiieOou niincd in Ihe 
D.N. I'liis <'()MA style medical siis- 
jiensei lias sniiio iiiisellliiin iilcas and 
an ;iinhllioiis scope (riom New 
Mexico’s deserts lo Ihe Kig A[>]ile), 
hill ils lale is loo dilTiise lo mulin 
(am ils iiuli;Ll grip. A newlywed 
(ieimaii sindeiii {.liitia Siieidel) tiiids 
(lie triilli hehmd llie kidnappiiip ol' 
liei lnisl>;iiul in a mysierions amlni- 
iiinee willi llio help of a trucker 
(Well Koili) by discoveiiiip an iiilei- 
nalioii.d nelwovk ol' medical piaeli 
Imncrs shnMiinp unwilling "organ 
donors" and liicii body pails aiomid 
(lie I’.lol'o. I'here’s one or Iwo Ihre 
moinciHs, bill the folksy music 
Ipaiticnlailv ihe iiuiiKiliit ‘‘Sesame 
Slieel" type lille song, "How Much 
Is .\nvone Woitli'’") aiui occasional 
clumsily dnhl'cd duilogae me iiahili- 
lies. 

SI’ASMS ^ 

iJr 

lOS-l/'J.’ m/d. William h’liK'l 
Oil)', mat. someumo-s exeitiii;’,, big 
snake vaiti has eainesi perl'oimaiices 
,nul giiieS('ine makeup ellecis hy 
nick .Smilli I he mechanical snake 
looks smposiitgly good. Some poteni 


Si'l l n Ks 

[OS • a-' m ^ 

lion, lid I’leaseuce stars m this pa.ss- 
able, ttmngh .iw lulls talks. iMhaii 

(htiliei .iluml vietUv'U mteste^l stibtei 
lanean cal.ieombs .kelu.ilK dial 
.sounds mueh beitei m pimi dum n 
looked on cellnimd Sme. iheie s 
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pond pmductiiin values and a nicely 
mobile camera lo distract you, but 
we want tlie monster! Many poten- 
tially frightening scenes promise 
scares that are never delivered. 
Finally. Sergio (DEMONS, OPERA) 
Stivaletti’s briefly-glimpsed, tusked 
demon makes an appearance, 
squislies a few faces, rips out a heart, 
and (whani-o!) it’.s all over. Verdict: 
more creature, less preachin’. 

SPLATTER: ARCHITECTS OF 
FEAR 

1986/75 m/d: Peter Rowe 
A video production showing behind- 
the-scenes effects shots culled from 
some totally unreleasable Canadian 
zombie/Ainazon wrestling women 
movie. You could do most of the 
effects shown right in YOUR own 
backyard, and probably better, too! 
Sort of like a REALLY poor man’s 
SCREAM GREATS WITH TOM 
SAVINI. Good for a few yuks. 

SPLATTER UNIVERSITY „ 

1984/78 m/d: Richard Haines 
Mystery killer snuffs chubby co- 
eds and smart-assed preppies. Did I 
leave anything out? Failing grades in 
all departments. 


SPOOKIES (aka 'HVISTED SOULS) 

®« ^ 

1985/83 m/d: Joseph. Doran & ^ 
Faulkner 

Operating on the flimsiest excuse for 
a plot, this long-shelved project acts 
primarily as a sliowcasc for a legion 
of young FX “stars.” Lots of rubber 
goes bump in the night as a couple of 
carloads of your obnoxious types 
stop at an old house by a cemetery 
and start dicking around with a ouija 
board. Tho latex really hits the fun 
when one of the kids get possessed 
by an ancient evil sorcerer wlio 
wants to kill ’em all (who wouldn't'.') 


in order to reanimate his long-dead 
bride. Despite the cavalcade of 
creatures, the film remains a creaky, 
muddled mess that seems uncon- 
scionably long even though the 
running time barely breaks the 
80-minute barrier, 

STAGE FRIGHT 

1983/82 m/d: John Lamond 
Child causes fatal auto accident in 
which mother and her lover are killed; 
trauma resurfaces 20 years later 
when the girl is starring in some 
crummy play. People get hacked 
repeatedly with shards of glass in 
scenes without suspense or terror. 
Made in Australia. Okay if you’re 
really desperate. 

STAGE FRIGHT 

1987/95 m/H- Michele Soavi 

Soavi’s feature directorial debut is an 
excellent thriller that hits paydirt 
with an old-fashioned, but remark- 
ably effective, scenario which fuses 
graphic mayhem with lucid, night- 
ntarisli beauty in the grand tradition 
of Freda, Bava and Argento. Mass 
murderer/actor “Irving Wallace” es- 
capes from the asylum and invades a 
nearby theatre, where a director has 
locked himself and Iris reluctant cast 
in for a dusk-to-dawn rehearsal of a 
play cynically reworked to exploit 
the murder of one of their own crew 
members that very night (Irving’s 
first victim of the evening). The 
terrifying claustrophobic cat-and- 
mousc game that ensues is a veritable , 
catalogue of the psychokiller genre’s 
cliches given surprising new impact, 
thanks to Soavi's direction and re- 
lentless pacing. The masked, faceless 
killer his arsenal of knives, drills, 
and chainsaw; even tfie inevitable 
shower se<|ueiice; are given fresh 
twists witii often devastaling results, 
'I'he film’s only real shortcoming is 
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I'JK.I/'M Ill/ll. Michai'l 1 aiiMliliii 
Sii|X'iloi' sci-ll iliaiiia wKli Ihuihii, 
nollil iH'iloiniaiiccit, and (‘ya-]^ii)|)|)inf; 
alien inalu'ii]). I lall' alien, half linnian 
ililM is snuy,iil by uxlialc'iivslriais for 
Miuly while liei hiiinaii fallier 
alli'iiipts III tliwiii'l llu'ii [dans, In- 
ll•lli^J,ulll. salislyiiiK and sliniifily 
rocinninciidi'd, 

ASiKAN(;i;KiswAr(iiiNt; ^ 
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l'^H’2/‘)2 in/if Sean ('uiinln)^liani 
A wuiniin and Iiit elilld ate kidnap 
pad and lielil liiislape iicnealh llin 
eily III an aliandoni'd subway. Ui)) 
I'liiH (as llii! psyi'lin) HL'Is heaU'ii up 
iniiK' limes Ilian any vlllian In 
si’ii'i'n Insloiy, bnl I dmibl If llial is 
nilli'll 1)1 a Ni'llill).', piillll. ['inill Ihc 

dlmelm nl I'KIDAY I'MIi l.nil 
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hi-ii'iil whimsy and linin sm h 

loinmily nnluniiy lopus as nei ni 
pliilia, I as I Ml Inn, all iiliiilisiii , psyi liii 
pallmloyy and sexual (Inviaiiny. bin 
(Ills Mil- dni's STKI'I'.'I I KASM is 
one ol llic lieslieM, ninsi invi'lilive, 
sway, I'M inidy lainksiiie splallei lilins 
sina: Kb, ANIMA IOK, I nsl lniu' 
diieclni ,|ini Mum suivi-.s nnlicc liial 
lie’s a iiiajoi new yeiiie laleiil In 
loeknn wKli, iiinilily sidesleppiiiy Ihe 
[leine's worn eheliiis and ieinventiii« 
new li'iiiinry virlnally unlmjcliL'd i'y 
olhei (llinniakcis. The lolally vnlyai , 
I'oneyade sci(|)t is lovinply ull'ensive 

die liylil ways, I'ealuilny 

ol'llinies liilmlunsly lihald dlaloK 
pep|iered whli IliriiWiiway lines like 
"I ley, how ’hitm a UK! You hlow 
me mid I owe ya one.” And lliu 
plol? Well, snn|)licily ilsell'. Seiiniyy 
winos diink sinne lionleh uallcil 


Tenally Vipei. I'liey lirnik ii. Miey 
lull down. They ineh, No piohlein, 
,S|)ec(aeiilar h'X hy Jeiniiler 
Aspmali’s eivw iiieinde vaiioiis 
leelmieolui melldnwns. a itiarve- 
lonsly mealy expImliiiH Imdy yay and 
Hie lliiesi deeapilnlioii hy iieeiyleiie 
lank evei wilnes.sed on seieeii. Tmly 
liiolonnd inaleiial heie and linuleil lo 
llie yllls whh imwlnilesonie I'lni, 
relishes and riivoliiy. Wnlei/pm- 
dneei liny I'liiiiikes .ilso piodiieed 
.md dlieel.d IH)('llMhNI' Oh' I'llh. 
DI'.AD and Ins simil aiilliiiloyy rilm. 
I'AI h.S I IIA'I' Wll I. I'h.AK YOOK 
lihAKI' OIM', seiveil as an eis.ii/ 
|,i,.|,,yne m IKK TOK 111 ' I ( I Ih K. 
M I). Impeee.ilile Misieiili.ils Imiil 
hliinnakeis wlio'vi' yivim yenie 
I mniioissems a leasoii lo eelehiale 



STRIITED TO KILL 

1986/91 m/ll: Kalt Sliea Ruboii 
This talc of a stripper is 20% story- 
line and 80% T&A. So who really 
cares? The near-constant stripping 
scenes make this one a horny little 
devil, proving that some women 
directors can sleaze-out with the best 
oh ’em. The action and surprises in 
the last ten minutes arc good. II only 
the blood i|uolient had been up to 
the skin quota. Ihis might’ve been a 
little sleaze classic. (KG) 

STUDENT BODIES ^ 

9 W 

1981/86 in/d: Mickey Rose 
Infrequently funny, alleged satire on 
the slalk-ii’-slasb genre. Has a few 
inspired moments, but never really 
seems to take off. 


typically quirky, eccentric Cohen 
film. All interesting enoiigli premise, 
though it rapidly becomes tiring and 
slightly sabotaged due to patently 
phony effects scenes and some bi- 
zarre plot twists involving paranoid 
paramiliUiiists, Has moments, tbougli. 

THE SUPERNATURALS ^ 

1983/85 iii/d; Armand Maslroiaimi 
Confederate zombies rise up_ and 
exact revenge upon a National Uiiaril 
contingent whose unit number 
matches the Union Army troops who 
massacred a load of Soutlicrners back 
in 1865. Son of like a cross between 
2000 MANIACS and SOUTHERN 
COMFORT lost somewhere in nih, 

twilight zone. Extremely slow 

and talky. Mark Shusl mm’s One 
zombie designs are only brielly 
glimpsed; thmigli the climaelic two- 
niiiniie assaiill by llio womifaee.s al- 
mosi makes it woi ib the wall- 


1986/93 m/d: l.ariy Gohen 
New, Irentiy, yuppie wonder food 
eats YOU after yon eal I'l' in ibis 


SUPERSTITION 


]‘JH2/V2 tii/(l' hi ( iitliii 
Scvcin) wfll-cxcciiU'd scenes 

help enliven (Ins ratliei rrjurinc 
haunted Inmse (IimIIci. Hesl scene Is 
when a I f)" bu/:/. saw hlaile spins rjfl , 
burrows jnlo a ptiesl’s chest and 
chews ils way oul In the other side. 
Wowl iJocs ll)a( move yon, or wliai? 


SWAMP THINC 
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•a 


Idbl/dl ni/d: Wes ( 'raven 
Comic-Rtylc horror willi some 
al'IeellnH nioniciits and ^nod peil'or- 
mances, but i.s ntirorlutiaidy 
grounded by Ihe soniewhal ludicrous 
makeup jobs, hor Wes Craven or 
Adricime liarbean coinplclisls t>nly. 


SWIJil SIXUiKN „ 

l<JH2/y() m/d: Jim Sotos 
Pubescent sweeliiearl’s boylricnds 
are killed olT in uniniasinalive ways 
III this useless, liilile, alleged thriller. 
Is onr little Barbie J3ol! a suspect'? 
You won’t care. I don't. I forRol 
anyway. 


TANYA’S ISLAND ^ 

991 -O 

IdHO/KI in/d: Aidred Sole 
Contemporary reworkinj’ of the 
Beauty and the Beast liiemc with 
loads ol' nudity, sonic Imt monkey 
love and one line ape suit designed 
by Rick Bakei and Rob Botliii. Re- 
freshiiigly ridiculous, 


TKNKMKNl „ 

99fl ^ 

l‘Jbf!/d4 in/d: Rohei'la I'iiidlay 
Itioiix siruot tougjts declare war on 
the elderly residents uC a fleabag 
apartment bnildhig in ilils violent, 
iiloorhsoakcd aclloiicur. Iligli hcnly 
count wilh laaor slanliing,s, iinpale- 
inenls, cleciroculions, hlades-to-tlie- 
halls, scissors to the eyes, hroonistick 
rapes and alt sorts of niijileasaiililes. 
Will iiBVct be shown -m ANY PBS 
.lations Diruutor I'nnJIay’s pievlous 


genre credits include the pathetically 
over-cx|ioseil SNIIPP and IH!-, 
SMRIl'.K OP 'ililiMU'IILA'IP.D, 

IHP. IhRMINAIDR 

999*, ^ 

19K4/lO>t rn/d: .la/ncs Cameron 
Arnold .Schwarzenegger, ihc title 
character, is a fiiluristic, cyhornetic 
hit man sent back into the past to 
eliminate the mother of a potentially 
dangerous revolutionary hero, fl's 
chockful of insane cai chases, ex- 
plosions, stunts, bizarre makeup 
cfl'ccls, lots of blood squibs and 
automatic weapons fire. Poten- 
tially liglitweighl storyline is en- 
hanced by intelligent scripting, on- 
target performances and a well 
ihougfit oul conclusion that resolves 
all the loose ends. (Ircal fim. 


TLRROk IN IHP. ASLI-.S 
9t ^ 

|yK4/b4 iri/d; Andrew Kuelin 
1 low could Ibis NOT be a great, scary 
treat for all conscientious dues- 
paying gorchountls? How could they 
blow it? Busy! 'I'hey painstakingly 
omitted some of tlie scariest parts of 
the alleged “greatest terror films of 
our lime-’’ They even succeed in 
making TP;XA.S CHAINSAW MASS- 
ACRP, look respcclalilc! Look for 
Ollier great scaro-s from .such horror 
classics as NIOHTI lAWKS, THH 
SHDIJC'IION and KONOA. Blatant 
rip-olT willi lame, iicdiintic narration 
by Donald PIcasance and Nancy 
Allen. 


'I BRROR ON JOim 




t‘)8;Vd0m 

Kiss-like rock group indulges in vio- 
Iciil antics on stage, soon. Kiuf<lors 
begin lu coincide with llieii conceits. 
Nondesciipl iiiniders and an m.sipld 
band send (hi* one Unlspinning In the 
liisl iccf. 


.’.ys 



a 


Elrabeth Bathor>- is kidnapped by 
“the Brotherhood " an international 
cartel of ■‘vampires” who consider 
blood drinking the ‘tiltimate aristo- 
cratic act." They attempt to condi- 
tion her toward acceptance of her 
legacy within the confines of a ster- 
ile. high-tech clinic. Though tame in 
comparison with more a^ressive 
horror films, the visual use of blood 
is potent, as the almost mathemati- 
cal escalation of quantity (from 
cartoned pints to bottled quarts to 
showers and vats full of the sub- 
stance) for queasy emotional impact 
may get to even hardened gore- 
hounds. (SB) 



THOU SHALl NOT KILL.. EXCEPT 
^ 

1985/84m/d: JoshBecker ^ 
Really keen actioneer poses the 
hypothelical question; what if 
RAMBO met Charles Manson? Re- 
turning Vietnam vets go after cult 
leader (deliciously played by EVIL 
DEAD director Sam Raimi) whose 
creenv family kidnaps babies, wr- 


tures old folks and barbecues dog^es 
Features hyper-violent shoot-outs, 
great fight sequences, punji stick 
impalements and mucho macho male 
bonding stuff. Shot in Detroit, 
Michigan for around S250.000. it 
features many of the folks respon- 
sible for the E^'^_ DEAD series in- 
cluding: Ted Raimi, Bruce Campbell 
(cowriter) and Scott Spiegel (writer/ 
producer). Crisply edited, exciting 
and gory. Unrated and recommended. 


TIMEWALKER 

« 




1983/83 m/d: Tom Kennedy 
A freshly-resurrected mummy wreaks 
havoc on a college campus. Throw- 
away horror done on a nonexistent 
budget. 


THE TIT.AN FIND 




1984/97 m/d: Bill Malone 
Talky, contrived and derivative, this 
monster movie about an amazing 
archeological discovery on one of 
Saturn’s moons is nonetheless enjoy- 
able, simple-minded fun. Astronauts 
dig up a centuries-old collection of 
weird, intergalactic wildlife and un- 
cover a particularly nasty specimen 
that has developed a fondness for 
astro meat. Low budget production 
enhanced by thorou^, loving an 
direction, rousing music and a show- 
stopping, exploding head sequence. 


TO ALL .A GOODNIGHT 




1983/98 m/d; David Hess 
Routine slasher fare about murders 
•in a girls’ sorority house is slightly 
distinguished by a few good plot 
turns and a swell illustration on the 
videocassette box. Directed by the 
euy who played one of the mur- 
derous psychopaths in the notorious 
LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT. 


TOO SCARED TO SCREAM 

99 
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1984/104 m/d; Tony Lo Bianco 
Killings in a prestigious high-rise are 
investigated by macho, savvy police 
detective (Mike Connors from MAJs- 
NIX). Occasionally witty dialog and 
good, offbeat characters, but it still 
plays like a TV movie. 


THE TOOLBOX MURDERS 




1978/92 m/d'; Dennis Donnelly 
Genre workhorse Cameron Mitchell 
turns in either liis best or worst per- 
formance to date, it’s actually 
pretty hard to tell. Good-looking 
women are drilled, screwed, ham- 
mered and nail-gunned to the wall by 
Mitchell as a ski-masked Extermina- 
ting Angel who blames everyone for 
the death, of his daughter. Violent 
and mean spirited, albeit surprisingly 
dull and labored. Mitchell is sure to 
win you over with his inspired 
crooning of “Motherless Child” 
while sucking on a lollipop. The 
man’s talents seem fathomless. 


TOURIST TRAP 
psycho proprietor (played with ob- 
vious relish by Chuck Connors) of a 
roadside tourist oasis. Much of the 
movie makes no sense at all, but 
Schmoeller’s directorial smarts and 
sense of style and pace make us 
believe we’ve seen and experienced 
much more than wc really have. 


THE TOXIC AVENGER ^ 
TORMENT ^ 9994 

® 1984/100 m/d: Herz/Weil 

1986/85 m/d: Hopkins/Aslaman ^ at a yuppie 

A police detective’s girlfriend and her falls into a vat of 

invalid mother are menaced by some ^^(^jo^ctive waste and turns into a 
whiny, lardass who’s been hiding mutant, stomping degener- 

himself inside their house. Sound tanned, hard-bodied 

pretty familiar? It is. You vc seen 5 pjQyt_eaters who’ve been toij 
this movie before, believe me. ^im, Extremely clever Md 

Camera gets weak-kneed durmg j,ynerviolent black comedy is fabu- 
splalter scenes, though the cinema- , .,t n^rlv every 


spiaiLci iuciicj, 

tography and production values are 
refreshingly up-to-snuft. Limp 
ending, too; though to be fair, some 

... , - .r,^A ...tmin nrrtr 


hvoervioiem owor, - 

lously inventive at nearly every 
turn. Gut poppings, limb nppingj 
head smashing and nf 


ending, too; though to be fall, some a . 

critics have expressed a liking for this [j^g^pg^ted treat. Surefire cult hit 
“suspenseful Hitchcockian exercise gjj.ppg]y recommended, 
in terror,” or so lh.ey say. 

TRICK OR TREAT 

TOURIST TRAP 0 *986/90 m/d: Charles Mmtin Smithy 

l979/90m/d;DavidSciimoeller at directing 

Slighdy anemic, PG-rated thriller fea- character get his 
rurcs lots of creepy mannequins, and jataiiic messages 

malevolent cutlery and a telekinetic target clunker about satau. 
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in back-masked, heavy metal albiuns. 
Charles Martin Smith was first to 
whine to anyone wlto would listen, 
"No. this ISN’T a horror film; it's a 
suspense comedy with blah,., blah... 
blalt..." He's ripht, not horror, just 
horrible. 

TROLL ^ 

9? ISr 

1^86/86 m/d: John Carl Bucchicr 
A fairly ambitious slate of special FX 
and transformation scenes serve to 
slightly distinguish tins rather fanci- 
ful tale from the usual Empire Pic- 
tures drek. A midget in a rubber 
suit, whose residence is the laundry 
room of an apartment building, 
begins to cast spells on the tenants, 
turning them into various and 
assorted beasties. Be forewarned, 
director Buecliler is responsible for 
Uie loonv-tune, green rubber, as.s- 
biting little GHOULIES; so, if that 
kind of stuff appeals to you. well, 
enjoy. Why should I spoil it with my 
incessant nagging about Empire Pic- 
tures? 


TROMA'S WAR 

99 




1988/d: Michael Herz & Samuel Weil 
A $3 million picture from Troma. 
can you believe it? Primarily known 
as a clearinghouse for all manner of 
cinematic slime, Troma has recently 
begun producing their own features 
after the worldwide success of THE 
TOXIC AVENGER (1985). WAR 
contains Ihc Troma staples: violence 
sex and stupidity, all in healthy 
doses. A group of tourists crashland 
on an unchartered Caribbean island 
and uncover an internatonal plot for 
terrorist invasion of the mainland. 
Faster than you can say Ramho-on- 
Ihe-rebound, our stalwart couch 
potato types lake up anus and 
heroically defeat the insurrectionists. 
Some cute characlers, raucous gun 
battles and spectacular (for Troma) 
stunts and explosions still don't 


"Fiii’Hian’PLmi 

—Troma Times 

Uncut, 

Unrated... 

Unbelievable!!! 

There's 
nothing like 
a good war 

Alloytl Kaulnin Mi 
T R 0 rvi « a — 

WAR 

From the Producers of 
THE TOXIC AVENGER 

PtoOucea Dy LLOYD KALlFMAk 
AnO MICHAEL HERZ 
OirecieO by MICHAEL HEHZ 
Ana SAMUEL WEIL 
STROMA All Rigms ReserveO 



to tns INSANE Natuf 
IS Film— NO one 
•I UAcImitleO 


bscure the fact tliat it's much ado 
bout nothing. Wliile most ol the 
umor is your typical ofl-tlu’-w-al! 
(ulT. there are several palentedly 
Tfensive rape scenes and a teatmed 
haraciev with AIDS tluil are any- 




nil IINIIOI.Y 


IKiniKIK DAin 

*1? 




N’iil.' WiKiiii 

IllooJy liMli' nilility, lliis i«ii' liny 
Uiics ;ilU'i ills wife* hiiii|.',s Ills 

Ih'M hmlily all soils ol nusly 
Si'll imililiilioiis iiiui iiniiili'is I'olluw. 
Haul lo lollow iiml |ti('Hy il.irii 
slii|Uil al liim-x; il iioiii.'llioloss sliow- 
iiiM's SOUK’ pii'lly lilooily ilocilx, 
iiu-liKliiiy, ilu' litsi oii-si’ifi.'ii .Iciilli of 
11 1 ililc Icaj’iici by I’liainsaw. I’k’iily 
ol iinxHvoiy iK'liiivior, so lii|i II ii|>, 
you wiisliols' 

IJNIH’KWOKM) 






IbKS/lOO m/ll: (k-ook’ I'avlou 
So this IS oiif ol llu‘ Ivvo riliiis lhal 
hail ilu’ illiisliimis I'hvt' ll.nki'i 
cryiny, ii'lo his lu’i'i, hull'.' Aiul il’s 
no womli’i ivally, bcciiuso Ihl.s liliii is 
on ilui same rihiiic i-xi-'rcmenl k'vol as 
UAWlll AH KliK. Only i1's wotm', 
if you oaii Ik’Iu’vi' lhal. lu Uicl, I 
woiilii say Ih.il llu’ only [^oiul lhai 
canio ol llicsi' Iwo liliiis is lhal Ihuy 
I'lislii'il Hlivc into inakiiin lll-l.l. 
KAIsr.R, whii-h mom Hum iiiakas up 
loi lliis iiiistlre. 'riiinns ihiii ihis 
I'ilin has iiomi’, u«aliiM il: umroiinly 
hin.1 iii'liiii;', au ma|ipio|iiiaU- soiiiitl- 
liai’l , no aciioii uniil Ilia hisi Iwiuily 
mimiias, no Koia, no vlawoi inlcmsi; 
a Ii'IkI atloi ('wKh a Imlioinus haiuiol 
will! I'aii'l ilci'iilc U his ai'ccul is 
supiiosi'i! lo be Ihitisli, Ameiicini 
in Aiislialkm, only one ball-way 
tleeoiil elTeel ; i;lionls lhal look like 
Ihoy’ve been nnulo ill' wUh slobs ol 
foam iiibbei ; I'oiuy ‘i-'.ai'y.slei' aelois. 
In slmil, eveiylhinn- 'rhiiiys lhal Ihis 
him lias Komn lot iH' Well. ..well... 
well? H'lO 


LJr^HOLV' 


'I ocn A m<WBn 


l''KS/IOII iii/il C.miilo Vila 
K.iiiibbiii.’,. li'isiiiely [laieil OMIiN-ln 
spiieil Ihiillei III ihe I’.iianoiil 
I'hiislian Si'ii]'Uiie Seluiol ol sub- 
peme lllmniakiny. A pilesi, who 
Nuivives a 17 sluiy fall, is assiy.iieil 
lo a m'l^li'eU'il. iiHlnr, ehiiieli eloseil 
siliee a pilesi was kiileil mi Ihe allai 

liel'oie. Sexy ilemoii hahe 

appeals lo Ihe new iiasloi luiii waiils 
him 111 liek hei hoi s|>ols. Shesplilx 
lull) I wo iiihhei suitcil, lliuiimf.hly 
il.ifly lookliiK, skimieil mlilficls who 
waul lo eiueily Ihe piiesi Then.il 
(^els really slupiil. l.umheiini; ilowii 
tlie aisle eomes this iiiereihi'le b'X 
einliaiiassmeiU eii|;,ineei'i'(l hy Iloh 
HH’I.I.kAlSr.U) Keen lhal swiftly 
sahoiayes any remaining hopes foi ii 
siiiisl'aeliiiy ehmax lo tins imulilleil 
mess, I’l'oiiU) ails slirlokeil, "Yon 
haveifl I’ol a piayei !" Iniieeil. 

nil': iiNiNvni;i) 

|'>H 7 /‘<.’ in/il- IbeyiloiiCliiik 
Mill lo he eoiiriiseil wilh Tllll HN- 
llOl.V. nil''. HNNAMAIH.I':, or any 
oiher lilm wilh ‘‘HN" in the lllie. 
Thls is iiiii'ihei one of lliose plaslie, 
iio-hnlls elfoiis (lull seem lo he 
ei'oppiiiy, up evoiywheie iliese ihiys. 
Al'lm a spol of ol'I'.seieeii nme 
( AAAIlll!) Ill the slail of the film, a 
etii willi a nuipjiellike ereahne 
hiilliiK Insiile il eseape.s lioni a le- 
seaieh lah. A likeable leen 

(AAAIlll!) liinis Hie Hi'he 

cimeeiiieil ibal II ml«'il have a 
serious ilisease flhe eat luis a eollur 
lae iileiilHyiiiK H as a lab anima ). 
hikes II on boaiii a eiiiise wlileh she 
iiiul lom olhei likeable leens aiul 
iliiee yimnsiers lone ol wboni (» mi 
imnsiiallv palhelie Chi (nilanei. who 
spoils ail ;iiinoyiiirtly Inlse sei "I 
sliek oul leelli mill ii pali "I uillk 
hohle biilluui ulasses) aie liikluK 
A, I, I 

ill'' You've .si'i’ii il a million 


ml) 


niiii"- bi'luii’, \ (I s ihi' iilil. 
ii'linl’lr 'lol'v nul ili> >mi\ ili|ii|r nllcn 
|il\ k ’em I'll iiiK' li\ mic' 
ii' iA’VAIIII') will'll' III.' iii,n,|.,.| 
In '.llllI Its mill 1 1 ln'|i| I'spi'c 
Mn^, il In still I sltip.hi^, Ilii’ linn' m 
SI'SAMl S'lkll'l'l I'l'lnir- l„‘ln^, 
il.'liMli'il iiml llii' Iwn nnnl llki'iil'li' 
> li.ii.ii li'is. ivliniii V"ii Ilfi.tiiC'l well' 
i;niii^. In nmko il ili-’lil iil llu' stm i 
n| 111 !' Him. Niii vivi' ( )li iiiul. I liri'i. 
whill IlilVl' Wt' Inpinl Ic'llV ( )1 . nimr 
Mx* nl'll^.iilniv 'si'l |||> Ini unit 
cMMi'iil soiiMi'l' omlliif, (AAMIIHl 
iliiil wi- nil liiilo (UK) 

nil' IINNAMAIII I 

Vmi'H) m/ll K'liii I'liiil niill.'IU' 

II. Ill ili.il Klinili' Isliiml ii'i'liisi' sliiiii 
I'li'il Ihioiii'.li II llmo vviitji iiiul ciiiii'.lil 
tills .llniii'slili' ;l ilnlil'li- I'lll vvllli liii.l 
Voiii's TIM CIIKNI', woitUI hr hnvr 
sniiiiislv rniislili'iril I'lrklti^i liji lin 
i|iiiir.’ Wllh tiiir rxri'jiniin. imv Hliii 
llllr inrhurd with llir iiiiiiu' II I'. 
I nvrrtiill 1 h .'iliniMi.iinl Im "im 
i|iiiilHv ■■ ilM' IINNAMAIII I', In 
|’iitlli'iil;ii. Is sn lilaikl imil wnndoii 
llllll lIll'NO lllllinnllllll Wllll I nVi' 
I'liilTs wuik wniilil iisrtihr II In .1 
.iMvi'iilIc' ‘'Dirk mill Tiiio" Inn k iiiihri 
llniii Ihr .irkiii'vvioili’.ril miisln nl 
woliil (Irllnii Till' sliiiv. im II Is. 
iniirriiis ,'i S|iiinkv nlil Imiisr Inii)^ 
'Till ii|’ mill miiinii'il In Inivr Jill 
iimiiiniiil’lr iiiniisiri Imklii)’. In llir 
wiills. Till' niniiNli'i 111 i|iirsllnii Is 

siii'pnsrilly K'lillv I lull 

Ms liii|iiii I Is illliilnl by li.ivliifi lls 
linr I'lnsli'K'il nil iivri Iln' I'nslrts 
mill vlili'n lii'x ml . I'liiii ii'iillv 
‘.I|||>||| I nllrfi.o NliiilrillH ilrrldr In 
mvi'Kllti,iilr mid iTs nlnlk ii' slush 
Imm ilii'ii nil IT'i llic kind nl 

iiinvlr will'll' dll' |irn|ili' In llu' hnii'ii' 
JIM- lii-i- til Iriivr III nl'V liviilii'iil I'lil 
I'li'i I In i.liiv will'll llirh hrsi lili'iiil'. 
him ii|i sl.ishril In ilhliniis TIM 
IINNAMAIII I li'iiliiii's Hir wnisl 

II..' <.| ll.•l■’l .1'. ,111 HVi'llJillll', Iniri' 

dll' I’VII lll'AD .'.I'llr'i All nl 


dlls Si'IVi"i In Mi ll , Il Jill., I ^ 

I■’I|"I1I1K Ihiil 11 U'jillv r. IlM ’liN 
NAMAIM 1 . I.M i|,„ ',,1 , 

iiiiwiili hill'll' ' 


UNSANl' 

'*'«•* fl -1^ 

ni/'l D.iiin AiKi'idn 
Mils Is dll' Aiiirili nil h'Ii-iim- .p 
Aif'.'iiln's II'NI'IHKAI''., ithniii ,d 

ii|>|'insiiii:drlv ii| hull 

.ir.i'. III! Iiidlii}>. miirh III ilu' ilnlmislv 
s|'ri'liii'iihii 11 so dlsmriiilK'inicid 
I'liivi'd mil hiM l.'ii)ilh 111 DAKIO 
AUDh'NTD'S W< >KI D 0|' IIOKKOK 
D('S|ill(' llir ml'. Il ii'iiiiinis iim. nl 
Ai|:i'idii\ nil'll' mhi'irid mid Ihriol'v 
.II I I'ssll'lr wi'ik'i Tniu h'l.ini ii'sn Is 
il WilK'l I'l si'liilli'i llmlli'n wlinsr 
visit 111 Killin' I'l'liirliU's wKli 11 srilrs 
nl vli'lniis Ilinidl-I.s I'l’illllIK slilkiiiK 
|i.n.illi'ls In Ills nin:il irmil iinvi'l. 
Itnllimillv nil hr'iliidi'd mindi'is mid 
rxhil.iiidliii', riiiiu'iii wnrk iiii'i'cd nil 
widi n klllri rlhniix Hi'liri llinn Ihr 
liisl tunidird shishri.s vmi’vt' semi. 
I'ninldlird 


I NI IINSI I N 
1*1 Iff 




I I /‘M in/d I'l'li'i I nlrK 

riiirr wnnii'ii ii'i'nilris nii ;issi«ii. 

Ill mr iiniildo I" Hiid ii'i'iiis hi 

li'Wii mid nil' iiiki'ii III hy 11 klmllv 
I'll! wi'lid lllllr inmi wlinsr himi'iiK'id 
hnll'il'S dll' nlls|illll)! nl 11 Inihlddm 
iiiilnii hrlwrrn hr mid Ids slslri 
Slrk. duly Idllr dliii iimirdii'h'.s.s 
Imlils II di'itirr I'l liilrir-sl li'i tlir 
Imiuii slrn/r 1 imid (I Ihiiik dim 
IIIi'jIMs mr. Inn ) 


■O 


Vl'NOM 

I'lH ’/'>« ni/d I’lri'i ll,i)t)'..inl 
Kntillnr kidii.ii' iiii'Indiiiiii.i wiisirs 
Ihr lillrnls nl n ln|' nnlrll rii.sl ilinl 
lulls In drilvri niiiliv srinrs U'llli Hs 
dtnkv, limdly Irm* Inns slinil in;iiiil..i 
Imi ir|illlr rnllnisl.isl'j .ind 
KImi.'. Miiski .'iimiilrM'.ls nidy 



THE MDEO DEAD 

fe; 


^5 


I'^S" ni d- Robert Scott 
Water director producer Robert 
Scott's entertaining made-for-video 
hc:::r show begins with an unex- 
pected deii«r>' of a free tele'iision 
set to a suburban home. The self- 
actis-aiins T\' onlv shows ZOMBIE 
BLOOD NIGHT^LARE. even when it 
is unt^u^ed. The zombies mv'stical- 
1\- emerge from the screen and IdD 
ie haples homeowner. Flimsy, 
ncoseosica] story is short on logic, 
but manic and driven enough to be 
ensaani: Gory hokum includes nifty 
half dozen zombies. mucho chainsaw 
splatter, and an obvious twist ending. 
Its fun. even thou^ it’s too silly to 
be scan' and too arim to be furmv. 

(SB. 


\ IDEO N'iOLENCE WHE.N 
RE.NTLNG IS NOT ENOUGH 




1986,90 m d: Gary Cohen 
.An apparent snuff film detailing the 
murder of the town's postman is left 
in the ni^t drop at a video store. 
The owner contacts the police, only 
to find the tape and his co-worker 
have suddenly disappeared. This 
u]iia<hesipo. homemade video pro- 
duction is fiDed with snickering 
misogynists, ugly ideas and bogus FX 
work you could do right there at 
home. Makes BLOOD CLTT seem 
like a classic. 

MDEODROME ^ 

SSSS Ci 

'T9b3"SS m'd: David Cronenberg 
Ccwitemporary horror masterpiece 



VISITING HOURS 

with fascinatingly bizarre storyline 
and gut-splattering effects by Rick 
Baker. Pirate cable station intercepts 
an unknown signal offering real 
snuff films for a set of jaded, state- 
side subscribers. Oh, but there’s 
much, much more to it than this. Jt 
died swiftly at the box office, but it 
remains Cronenberg’s most auda- 
ciously challenging film to date. Sec 
it more than once. 

THE VINDICATOR m 

99i 

19S5/88 m/d; Jean Claude Lord 
Modest, yet frequently exciting, 
update of the FRANKENSTEIN 
myth. Research scientist, blown 
apart in a lab blast, gets reassembled 
and outfitted with a NASA space suit 
which enables his brain and a few of 
his body parts to live on. The suit, 
highly reminiscent of the one used in 
TERMINATOR’S robot sequences, 
was created by Stan (ALIENS) 
Winston. Good fun. 


VISITING HOURS 


1982/105 m/d: Jean Lord 
Sordid, disagreeable slasher film with 
a bloated Michael Ironside (SCAN- 
NERS) stalking a feminist news- 
caster (Lee Grant) and randomly 
killing others who cross his path. 
Very sick sequences has Ironside 
cutting off the respirator to an 
elderly patient and calmly watching, 
then photographing the death 
struggle before smirking off into the 
hails of the hospital. Some sorry 
shit. 

THE VISITOR ^ 

1980/90 m/d: Michael Paradise 
Incoherent mess about an alien 
messiah type from lire people who 
brought you TENTACLES and 
BEYOND THE DOOR. John Huston, 
Sam Peckinpah, Mel Ferrer and 
Glenn Ford are doing some serious 
slumming in this disaster. Beware. 
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warriors of the wasteland 

1*^83, 8'^ m'd; Eiuo Castellan 
Well, of course, this is a cheapv 
Italian rip-off of RO.AD WARRIOR, 
hut so what? Post holocaust sur- 
\ivors kill each other in all sorts of 
graphic ways. Big. black, bad-ass 
Fred Willianison blow s people to bits 
witlr explosive bolts from his cross- 
bow. Dumb, but fun. contains an 
espwcially unsettling decapitation and 
lots of enthusiastic splatter elTects. 
Yowsa! 


W ARNING SIGN ^ 

99i W 

1985 100 m'd; Hal Barwood 
The CHIN.-^ SYNDROME meets 
NIGHT OF THE LIMNG DE.AD in 
this major studio effort replete with 
name cast, an experienced produc- 
tion team, and a reasonably healthy 
S8 million budget. Germ warfare 
research, taking place surreptitiously 
at BioTek Agronomics, gets out of 
hand and a '’whole factory full of 
workers are trapped inside, fully e.x- 
posed to the deadly virus that attacks 
the nerve center of the brain. A nice 
looking, ofttimes exciting film that 
would’ve been lots better had 20th 
Century Fox shown more guts in its 
treatment of the potent subject 
matter. 

THE VINDICATOR 


WATCHER IN THE WOODS 


1980/84 m/d: John Hough ^ 
Wholesome family rents English 
country’ home where strange occur- 



rences begin in this meek attempt by 
Disney Studios to scare the small 
fry. Girl, who mysteriously dis- 
appeared 30 years ago during an 
occult initiation, is apparently trying 
to communicate with the new iod- 
gers. Schizophrenic climax further 
mars this unsatisfying nonthriller. 


Douglas, director of the splendid 
THEATRE OF BLOOD) consistently 
fumbles the ball, attempting to 
meld together horror, comedy, satire 
and hommage, all to no avail. The 
pacing is leaden and awkward. 
During a brief flurry of semi-inspired 
monster mashing at tire waxwork, 
Hickox unexplainedly cuts to inter- 
minable scenes of teens bleating on 
the phone and whining to the cops. 
'The movie never recovers from this 
abrupt siiift and it continues to limp 
its way towards a patently ridiculous 
climax that finally manages to put 
this movie out of its misery. 


WHITE CANNIBAL QUEEN ^ 

®f ^ 

1985/90 m/d: Jess Franco 
This one tries hard to be a Caimibal 
Art Film. Endless zoom shots, slow 
motion cannibal chow downs and 
(get this) English-speaking savages 
with tan lines and gold wedding 
bands! A scientific expedition is 
attacked and eaten and a young girl 
is kidnapped to become the royalty 
mentioned in the title. For Jess 
Franco cultists and insomniacs only. 


WHITE OF THE EYE 


1988/1 12 m/d; Donald CammeE 
UnnecessarUy convulted, pretentious 
art film never really gets around to 
delivering the goods, though it 
ihraslies around for quite awhile in 
TTL the attempt. David Keith is a stereo 

Vy/*\_^V W V y tv repainnan (yawn) who is linked to a 

J IJ. V.T T V-yAVl-V- ritualistic killings through 

physical evidence left at the murder 
sites. Hey, wow! It turns out he’s 
realiy the psycho- killer! Keith is 
bla/.ingly unconvincing as the mur- 
derer and the film climaxes with a 
preposterously contrived, bogus 
confrontation that strains the senses, 
,’xrts of foreplay and no fulfillment. 




1988/90 m/d; Anthony Hickox 
A carload of very kdlablc, very 
trendy teens attend a private mid- 
night showing at the new Waxworks 
run by David (OMEN) Warner. One 
by one. they become part of the 
ejdiibits-victims of werewolves, 
mummies, vampires, etc. Does this 
come as somewhat of a surprise to 
you? Director Hickox (son of 


THE WILD BEASTS 
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l^S.V^: mAI: I'uim-O I’lospoii 
Pips, ck’piuiiils. t-lu'oliiiis. pi'liu Ininrs, 
Sulde di'ns. elc, k" rainpiij'i' 

iiriei Pl’l’t!") is acdik’niiilly duinpoil 
in a zmi's wntci supply, ('aniiikal 
/iimbii' rats dicw Iwo lovcis' fncos 
ulT iiiul ail I'li'phaiU stomps a izirl’s 
iK'ad into criitK'liy jolln. Willi pood 
looking producl ion values, lliis im- 
port is highly walchable. Tho lady 
/.oologisl is played hy llic only sur- 
vivor from MAKF TilF.M Olii 
SLOWl,Y. Sotlivre. 

WINDOWS 

9 "V 

IOSO/d6 m/d; tiordon Willis 
Dull, uiiconicrcd slaslicr citoil willi 
leshiiin nvcrloiK's, a wiisled cast and 
unusually finu ciiiemotogiapliy hy 
Woody Allen's eameia man. 


!988/Wm/d; ^ 

Mildly cntcrlaining I'arc iionctlieiess 
falls to delivci on its inilial promise 
suggested by an exciting prologue 
wliereiii a sakmlc ciniplc are huriiud 
alive liy Bil'le tliuinpeis from a 
NeiplihoriKiod Watclr Piogram. I'lie 
couple's unhoni baliy is I'oiced to 
seek hoi It cooler climes ami an 
unwary woinh in order lo rc-enlcr 
society and kick some (’lirlslian 
keislers. it'll keep you awake, Init 


you ■* 


n’llc 


afterwards. 


WniKUli WAKNINC; 




■,s will! 


m/d; (keydoii (’lark 
Alien liiiniei tliiows fried cgp 
suckers iillaclu-d lo drain llie pre- 
cious hodily Hinds ol his earlliliii|t 
vlcliins. Simply unliayeons liiim 
iictiiig liy -lack Palnnco inul Mailni 
Paiidaii derail lids one eaily on. 


WOLl'I'N 

W 

I'kHI/l I.*; m/d: Michael Wadleipli 
Intelligeiil, llumt'lU somowlial eon- 
fii.sed, film alioiit a pack ol super 
iiilelligeni wolves whose liunling 
grounds iiuhulc (lie stuiiis ol' New 
York. Siipciiui iierformances ami 
exliiliraling caniera work with some 
really sltinning opiicals. I'rom live 
dircctororWOODSTOCK, 

WOMEN'S PRISON MASSACRE 
*9 # 

Idrt.VHOm ^ 

This dull Kalian im|)orl succeeds in 
inakiug even naked women ngiilin’- 
n’-fiissiii' in Iho showers about as ex- 
ciling as a Tupperwiire parly. This is 
one of tile longesi 8d ininulc movies 
ever made. Things get hrlcHy stirred 
up every so oflen wlien a truckload 
of male prisoners, liavd cons all (yiik, 
yvik). are InoughI inside and utlcinpl 
a irreakout. Expocling sort of a 
Wll.D IHINCll in lingerie, your re- 
viewer was uudei'staiidahly miffed 
wlien lids siiolhall uo/ed forlli troni 
the screen. 

XTKO ^ 

iftfl V 

l')8.V80iu/d; Marry Davenport 
liiiiiginallvc liaiulling of an a leri 
impvegnalion hoasis good |5Cilor- 
iiiances. sensilde wiilmg nml idee, 
gooey elfects wuik except for one 
seene. You'll know wlncli one 
loo. Ikitliei, ahducleil by HI'Os 
inonllis ago. reliivns to Ire "born 
again" (In llie Immamiid sense) ami 
1(1 leelaim Ins son foi I'niure alien 
iidveiiliires. 

ZOMIIIE 

I'mil/'J.l in/il' litieio I'lilei 

Slii'liig wiieking. gut miineliiiu, im 

* I" 111, ■Ill" ; 

Ziiiiibi.. .'I'™' , 

l„l „1 llie lime, II noiietliele.ss mis 
, , .III. els wolk and ii pienv 


ZOMBlf HIGH 


■ 'Jl ti 


Kor Itr.k 




\'ir^inia NUdscn is 3 \x'ui\i v.vox’, 
jooepied into a picsti^ious acaJcmx 
x\;th 3 prxnx’ii track itvord of pn.'- 
ducin^ s^Mue of this nation's gicatcsi 
siKV?ss«'j, Tlu' student bovix is 
cvxJd and sloof and cwrxbodx dresses 
and talks alike Strange thiiijrs are 
hipix'iuni late at in^ht at ihecvxlleic 
medical lab. "Hus tlvck is so monoto- 
nous and cardboard, a standard cat 
chase XX reck at ilie tinale lars the 
viexxoi out of a catatonic stupor 
induced b\ ilie preceedm^ '^0 min- 
utes. ZOMBlf HIGH is Uie first 
Cvxmbie film made b> zombies for 
.•oinbie audiences. 

ZOMBIE 1SL\N0 MXSS.U'Rt 

ig;<;4 05 in d: JohnN Carte'. ^ 

Tliere are no .-onibies in this picture. 
Tlie real walking dead xxere behind 
the cameras this time, f dx . coxx- 
hke Rita Jcnrelte. xxho's claim to 
fame is haxine a disgraced pc'litico 
evhusband and p\'sin^ for a Plax box 
spread, is .simplx ..,uli...uvily. Cv'xx- 
Uke and bereft of anx shrexi of aciinji 
talent xxh.itsoexer. Sure, her bieasts 
defx fraxnty and the filmmakers ^ef 
her naked as often as reason alloxxs: 
but shit. FR.\N'C1S VHV V.-UK.1NG 
Mi'Ll- cvxuld'xv dc^ne a bettei job 
and. |x.'rhaps. exi'ii brought more 
sensu-ihiy to the role. Rita .lud her 
slovenly boyfriend ate aiuotiit the 
assoiieil puke-heade\l cv'uples \xho 
are on a .^-dax , lO-islund cimse of the 
Carnbbeaii ixhon then bus bieaks 
doixii and they become victims of 

decapit.Ued xxitb bii; kmxes, 
poi-smoknn: hippies tall on .some 
sh.itpened spikes, one eux jieis his 
buiiis clubbed out Slill. it nexei 


eels too mes.sx Ihcie's ;'’er,:\ of 
danc'.n^ ssxa\tu_i .ukJ '.mxamns 
to »iu.ilc diunis .xlv'nj: with a htUe 
xcH'ldvX'-hov-di.v. but alas, no com- 
bies. just /-Z Z / /'s 

ZOMBIE MGHVM.VRF 

,<5 m d J.ick Biax-man 
Jcs.-k bi-dybuildin^ loiiidiau jets 
pejjLiV. by a caiload of punks.' lus 
distraught mother j.x's to Haitian 
vi-s.'d-.x' piiestess MolK Mekembe 
VManuska Ric-aud'l xxho oxxe.s the 
familx a faxot. J^vko letunis from 
the dead as a combie axvnjer armed 
o ith a steel baseball bit to snutY the 
punks one-by-one to a heaxx metal 
svimJtiack bx Motoihead. Tliot. 
Fist and othets- Gvxsd ojx'iitnc and 
•ibsurd owr the-top performance 
from Rijaud is unJcmimed by pre- 
dictable story and actum, diluted 
into tedium by the sJut^tsli ivlice 
uix-e.stijation of the murders that 
drags .Vlain West into the prw 
cceClings as .1 police captain xvith a 
dark secret, fix-- derix-aiixv and tepid 
to lix-e up to the slight ptomise of its 
first fifteen minutes fSB"! 




s that 


ZONE I ROOPERS 

SJ 

Wgs So m d Paiiny Ihlson 
Hcie's a change. An Fnipiie re! 
that cannot be mime^iiatcix 
mi.xsed simply bees 
accursed studio's logo ixo. iv .-j,. 
it's anx'ihinsi to \xiite home about, 
but \xith Empue's batting .ixvrage 
stalled .u a solid .O.'.x this one might 
ex-en .luaiify as an infield single. No, 
max be .1 bunt attempt kicked bx the 
caictvci oi . 'mifT of the hx-kstiap 
metjpiiois. ^nynax . .ibuncha t.,I s 
III lf.ilvduime Woild \\.n 11 stumble 

upon bolh Na.-is and 

aliens. cUmisilx oiiilitte 
Biioclilci . 


.lolin 


of Gov'd I 


. the 


sv'tdieis, though the svi-fi 
■ sucks ducks. 




For further study ot the contemporary horror film, the following crypt- 
ful of suggested publications are available for conscientious aficionados who 
can never get enough of a good THING... 

Indispensable titles are marked with a (9) symbol. 


Ackerman, Forrest |., FAMOUS 
MONSTERS OF FILMLAND 
(1986), Imagine, Inc., P.O. Box 
9674, Pittsburgh, PA 15226 


9Balun, Chas., HORROR HOLO- 
CAUST (1986), FantaCo 
Enterprises, Inc., 21 Central Ave. 
Albany, New York 12210 


Adrian, Werner, FREAKS: CINEMA 
OF THE BIZARRE (1976), 
Warner Books, Inc., 

75 Rockefeller Plaza, 

New York, NY 10019 


9Briggs, joe Bob, JOE BOB GOES 
TO THE DRIVE-IN (1987), 
Delacorte Press, 

1 Dag Hammarskjold Plaza 
New York, NY 1001 7 


Annan, David, CINEFANTASTIC: 
BEYOND THE DREAM 
MACHINE (1974), Lorrimer 
Publishing, Ltd., 47 Dean 
Street, London W1V 5HL, 
England 

Atkins, Thomas R., GRAPHIC 

VIOLENCE ON THE SCREEN 
(1976), Monarch Press, 1 West 
39th Street, New York, NY 
10018 

Aylesworth, Thomas G., 

MONSTERS FROM THE 
MOVIES (1972), Bantam/j. P. 
Lippincott Company, 521 Fifth 
Avenue, New York, NY 10017 

«Balun, Chas., THE GORE SCORE; 
ULTRAVIOLENT HORROR IN 
THE ’80’s (1987), FantaCo 
Enterprises, Inc., 21 Central Ave 
Albany, NY 12210 


9 Castle, William, STEP RIGHT UP 
I’M GONNA SCARE THE 
PANTS OFF AMERICA (1976), 
G. P. Putnam’s Sons, NewYork, 
NY 

9 Clarens, Carlos, AN ILLUSTRATED 
HISTORY OF THE HORROR 
FILM (1967), Paragon Books, 
G. P. Putnam's Sons, 200 
Madison Avenue, New York, 
NY 10016 

Cohen, Daniel, HORROR MOVIES 
(1984), Gallery Books, 112 
Madison Avenue, New York, 
NY 10016 

Cohen, Daniel, ENCYCLOPEDIA OF 

MONSTERS (1982), Dodd, 

Mead & Company, Inc-. 

71 Fifth Avenue, 

New York, NY 10003 
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Cohen. Jolin, AF RICA AUDIO 

(1966), Ballantinc Books, Inc., 
101 F'jftli Avenue, New York, 
N'l 10003 

Culhane, John, SPECIAL EEFECTS 
IN THE MOVIES (1981). 
Ballantine Books, Random 
House, Inc., New York, NY 

Daniels, Les, LIVING IN FEAR: 

A HISTORY OF HORROR IN 
THE MASS MEDIA (1975), 
Plenum Publishing Corporation, 
233 Spring Street, New York, 
NY 10013 

Everson. William K,, CLASSICS OF 
THE HORROR FILM (1974), 
Citadel Press/Lyle Stuart, Inc., 
120 Enterprise Avenue, 
Seacaucus, NJ 07094 

Everson, William K., MORE 

CLASSICS OF THE HORROR 
FILM: FIFTY YEARS OF 
GREAT CHILLERS (1986), 
Citadel Press/Lyle Stuart, Inc., 
120 Enterprise Avenue, 
Seacaucus, N) 07094 

Frank, Alan. MONSTERS & VAM- 
PIRES (1976), Octopus Books, 
Limited, 59 Grosvenor Street, 
London Wl, England 

9Gagne, Paul R.. THE ZOMBIES 
THAT ATE PITTSBURGH 
(1987), Dodd, Mead & Co., 
Inc., 71 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, NY 10003 

®Gollmar. Robert H., EDWARD 
GEIN: AMERICA’S MOST 
BIZARRE MURDERER, 
Pinnacle Books, Inc., 

1430 Broadway, New York, NY 


©Handling, Piers, THE SMAPF OF 
RAGL -THE FILMS OF 
DAVID CRONENBERG (1983). 
New York Zoctrope, Inc., Suite 
-516, 80 East llth Street. New 
York. NY 10003 

©Hardy, Phil, THE ENCYCLOPEDIA 
OF HORROR FILMS (1986), 
Harper & Row Publishers, Inc., 
10 East 53rd Street, New York 
NY 10022 

Harryhausen, Ray, FILM FANTASY 
SCRAPBOOK (1972), A- S. 
Barnes & Co.. Inc., Cranbury, 
N) 08512 

Hoberman, J. & Rosenbaum, 
MIDNIGHT MOVIES (1983), 
Harper & Row Publishers, Inc., 
10 East 53rd Street 
New York, NY 10022 


Horsting, Jessie, STEPHEN KING 
AT THE MOVIES (1986), 
Starlog Press, 475 Park Avenue 
South, New York, NY 10016 

Huss, Roy & Ross, T. J., FOCUS ON 
THE HORROR FILM (1972). 
Prentice-Hall, Inc., Englewood 
Cliffs, N) 

Hutchinson, Tom, HORROR AND 
FANTASY IN THE MOVIES 
(1974), Crown Publishers, Inc, 
and Roxby Press Productions, 

82 Gloucester Terrace, London 
W2, England 

Hutchinson, Tom & Pickard, Roy, 
HORRORS; A HISTORY OF 
HORROR MOVIES (1984), 
Chartwell Books, Inc., 110 Enter- 
prise Avenue, Seacaucus, Nj 
07094 


King, Stephen, DANSE MACABRE 
(1981), Everest House, 

New York, NY 

Krogh, Daniel & McCarty. John, 
THE AMAZING HERSCHELL 
GORDON LEWIS AND HIS 
WORLD OF EXPLOITATION 
FILMS (1983), FantaCo Enter- 
prises, Inc., 21 Central Avenue, 
Albany. NY 12210 

Lloyd, Ann, THERE'S SOMETHING 
GOING ON OUT THERE 
(1982), RCA Direct Marketing, 
Inc., 1 1 33 Avenue of the 
Americas, New York, NY 10036 

London, Rose, ZOMBIE: THE 
LIVING DEAD (1976). Bounty 
Books, Lorrimer Publishing, 

Ltd., 47 Dean Street, London 
Wl, England 

Lucas, Tim, YOUR MOVIE GUIDE 
TO HORROR VIDEO TAPES 
& DISCS (1985), Publications 
International, Ltd. 

Manchel, Frank, AN ALBUM OF 
MODERN HORROR FILMS 
(1983), Franklin Watts 
Publishers, New York, London, 
Toronto, Sydney 

Marrero, Robert, NIGHTMARE 
THEATER (1986), RGM Pub- 
lications, H-28 Miriam Street, 
Key West, FL 33040 

McCarty, John, PSYCHOS: EIGHTY 
YEARS OF MAD MOVIES, 
MANIACS AND MURDEROUS 
DEEDS (1986). St. Martin’s 
Press, 175 Fifth Avenue. 

New York. NY 10010 


9 McCarty. John, SPLATTER 

MOVIES: BREAKING THE 
LAST TABOO OF THE 
SCREEN (1984), St. Martin’s 
Press, 175 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, NY 10010 

McCarty, John, VIDEO SCREAMS 
(1983), FantaCo Enterprises, 
Inc., 21 Central Avenue, 
Albany, NY 12210 


McGee, Mark Thomas, FAST AND 
FURIOUS: THE STORY OF 
AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL 
PICTURES (1984), McFarland 
and Company, Inc., Box 611, 
Jefferson, NC 28640 

®Meyers, Richard, FOR ONE WEEK 
ONLY: THE WORLD OF 
EXPLOITATION FILMS 
(1983), New Century Publishers, 
220 Old New Brunswick Road, 
Piscataway, Nj 08854 

Moore, Darrel, THE BEST, WORST 
AND MOST UNUSUAL: 
HORROR FILMS (1983), 
Beekman House, Crown Pub- 
lishers, One Park Avenue, New 
York, NY 10016 

Naha, Ed, HORRORS: FROM 

SCREEN TO SCREAM (1975). 
Avon Books, 859 Eighth Ave., 
New York, NY 10019 

®Ncwman, Kim, NIGHTMARE 
MOVIES: WIDE SCREEN 
HORROR SINCE 1968 
(1984), Proteus Publishing Co., 
Inc., 9 West 57th Street, 

Suite 4503, New York, NY 
10019 


310 


Nichols, Peter, THE WORLD OF 
FANTASTIC FILMS: AN 
ILLUSTRATED SURVEY 
(1984), Dodd, Mead & Co., Inc., 
79 Madison Avenue, New York, 
NY 10016 

Pattison, Barrie, THE SEAL OF 
DRACULA (1975), Lorrimer 
Publishing, Ltd. /Bounty Books, 
419 Park Avenue South, New 
York, NY 10016 

Price, Vincent & Price, V.B., 
MONSTERS (1981), 

Grosset & Dunlap, 

New York, NY 

Russo, John, MAKING MOVIES: 
THE INSIDE GUIDE TO 
INDEPENDENT MOVIE 
PRODUCTION (1989), 

Dell Publishing Group, Inc., 

666 Fifth Avenue, 

New York, NY 10103 


9 Russo, John, THE COMPLETE 

NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD 
FILMBOOK (1985), Imagine, 
lnc.,P.O. Box 9674, 

Pittsburgh, PA 15226 

9Savini, Tom, GRAND ILLUSIONS: 
THE ART & TECHNIQUE OF 
SPECIAL MAKE-UP EFFECTS 
(1983), Imagine, Inc., P.O. Box 
9674, Pittsburgh, PA 15226 


Schechter, Harold & Everitt, David, 
FILM TRICKS; SPECIAL 
EFFECTS IN THE MOVIES 
(1980), Harlin Quist/Dial-Dela- 
corte Sales. One Dag Hammarsk- 
jold Plaza, New York, NY 10017 
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ABOUT I lit WRITERS 


(lias, liiiiiin. crealor and founding editor of DliliP RLD, is a 
rcRuiai conlrihiitor to both J'ANGORIA and GORLZONE maga- 
zines and llic author of HORROR H01,0CAUST, THE GORE 
SCORl- and the novel, NINTH AND IIHIT. STREET. 

Steve Bissette is a superstar cartoonist (SWAMP THING. GOD- 
ZILLA, DiiATH RATTLE), the editor and publisher of TABOO and 
currently at work on a four-part comic adaptation of NIGHT OF 
THE LIVING DEAD. 

Dennis Daniel is an award-winning writer and producer of radio 
comedy and drama, an original DliEP RED staffer and editor of the 
forthcoming FAMOUS MONSTER CHRONICLES, 

Todd French, a deep-dish Argento aficionado, writes regularly 
for botli DEEP RED and CINBFANTASTIQUE magazines and is a 
diies-paying member of The Society for Creative Anachronism. 

Kris Gilpin is a freelance writer whose work regularly appears in 
various local and national newspapers and magazines. He lives in 
1 loilywood and knows lots of famous people. 

Greg Goodsell has contributed countless articles to many 
national and international genre 'zines and is also managing editor of 
PEARLY STONE, an underground monthly focusing on Southern 
California arts and culture. 

John Martin, a well-respected genre critic and regular contribu- 
tor to SAMHAIN, the U.K.'s premier horror 'zinc, hails from Liver- 
pool, England- 

Graham Rae, DliEP RED's popular European watclidog, has an 
axe to grind with The British Board of Film Classification. He lives 
in Falkirk, Scotland. 





subtoribt tnd 
SAVt MONCYin 


A UNIVERSE OF 

WONDER AND THHIELS! 


NIXI 


(stRMIO*’ 


S^iid in*h, th^kk (>i 
oiHei 

O'OUINN snioios 

475 Pnik Av«nk>c> South 
Now toil., NY 1001* 




Photographs courtesy of HOLLWOOD BOOK & POSTER CO. 
and private collections. 

999 


DEEP RED would also like to acknowledge the following indi- 
viduals and organizations for their contributions: ED BISHOP, 
BILL DECKER, ROY FRUMKES. BUDDY GIOVLNAZZO, 
STUART GORDON. FRANK HENENLOTTER. CHUCK 
PARELLO (MPl), TROMA, INC,, and JIM VAN BEBBER. 

SPECIAL THANKS to ERIC CAIDIN, TOM SKULAN. and 
JACKS. LEWIS, 


Cover illustration and assorted graphics by Chas. Baiun 


THE DEEP RED HORROR HANDBOOK was designed 
and produced by Chas. Baiun and Patricia Petrie for 
FantaCo Enterprises, Inc. 


ISBN 0-938782-12-6 

PUBLISHED BY F.ANTACO BOOKS 
Copyriglit © August. 1989 
All rights reserved 


